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PREFACE. 


by happy experience here; and to praiſe and 
magnify the God of Jove, to exult and triumph 


WW 
aber rh 


Tn 


ob is LOVE: fo faith the boſcn 
diſciple of the God of Love. And 
this all the children of God know . 


in the amazing greatneſs, the ſtupendous riches 


of his free grace; this will be their happy work, 


their joyful emploꝶ ig don regions of glory 
and immortality. *Wame then, my chriſtian 


brethren, partakers of like precious faith, ye TEES 
ranſomed ones of the Lord, heirs of an immor= 


tal inheritance: Come ye ſaints and children 


. of the Moſt High, 'and thou, O my ſoul, let 


us now begin to be ſweetly engaged together in 

praiſing and adoring our Redeeming God ; and 
with pſalms, and hymns, and fpiritual ſongs, 
Tet us fing and make, melody unto the Lord; 
with grace in our hearts. O ſweet privilege | 


_ O delightful exerciſe ! Thus we ſtrive to imi- 


fully-harmonious choir © above, while theſe. 5 
— ſaints, with all- perfect and unigtes 


tate the full-fraught with happineſs, the joy- 
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1 
rupted delight, ſurround the throne of love 
immenſe, and grace rich, free, and unſearceh- 
able: We fellow heirs, though now in the in- 
jancy of grace, ſhall ſhortly be filled with the 
fame conſummation of bliſs and glory: There- 
fore while heaven reſounds with hoſannas, 
hallelujahs, falvation, glory, honour and praiſes 
to God, who ſitteth upon the throne, and to 
the once-ſuffering, fin-atoning, but now highly- 
_ exalted Lamb of God; O let us here below 
mix our feebler voices with theirs above: We 
have both the ſame object for our praiſe and 
adoration, the God of Love; each the ſame 
cauſe for triumph and rejoicing, his rich, free, 
and ſovereign grace : Why then ſhould we not 
both unite in the ſame ſweet and happy em- 
ploy? O may the fame dear and loving Jeſus 
aſpire our hearts, and warm our affections 
now, to make earth ring with the ſound of his 
righteouſneſs, with the triumphs of his grace, 
—_ with the melodious harmony of his praiſe! 
Jeſus -is worthy ; he has bought us with his 
blood; he hath given us the earneſt of our in- 

heritance in our hearts, by his Spirit. Jeſus's 
love is the cauſe of ours. He firſt loved us, 
therefore we love him. He ſtill loves us, there- 
| fore we will praiſe him here; and foraſmuch 


"as his love is like himſelf, 3 everlaſting to 


everlaſting, he will never leave the purchaſe of 
his blood till love has brought us to enjoy his 
glorious preſence and kingdom; therefore we 
will praiſe him to all eternity, 

| There, 


: 


There, O ſweet reflection as we ſhall all 
unite in the ſame delightful work, ſo ſhall we 
all agree in the ſame language. See the lovely, 
amiable deſcription ! Behold ! all the redeemed 
of the Lord, a great multitude, which no man 
could number, ſtood, all in the ſame poſture, before 
the throne, and before the Lamb, the object of 
their love, praiſe, and delight, cloathed with 
white robes, all appear in the garments of their 
Elder Brother, the white robes of Jeſus's all- 
perfect righteouſneſs : Each bearing the emblem 
of their dear conquering Lord's victory, with 

| palms in their hands! And what is their cry? 
What the exalted ſubject of their ſong? SAL- 
VATION. To whom aſcribed ? To themſelves 
in any part? To their works and obedience, 
| becauſe they were once faithful, and fulfilled 
terms and conditions? O!] no; but with loud 
and united voices they cry, SALVATION. to 
God, which fitteth upon the thrane, and unto the 
Lamb.— And behold all the angels, and the elders, 
and all the glorious company join THIs cry, and 
heartily unite with their Amen; Bleſſmg, and 
glory, and wiſdom, and thankſgiving, and honour, 


and power, and might, be unto our God for ever .. 


and ever, Amen. 


There i is no difference of thought, no diſ- 
union of Judgment, no jarring. notes ; byt all 
perfectly unite in loud, but humble ſtrains; all 


happily agree, in harmony and ig 85 295 
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my brethren, what pity, what folly is it, any 
perſons, calling themſelves chriſtians, mould 
chuſe to ſpeak a language here, which is un- 
known in the realms above? Why ſhould any 
who hope to join this bleſſed company in their 
hymns of praiſe, differ in their manner of ex- 
preſſing themſelves here below? O ! why do we 


hear of our ſalvation being caſt upon certain 


terms and conditions to be performed by man, 
inſtead of ſoyereign grace, and almighty power ? 
Chriſt is all in all to every believer ; every child 
of God is complete, or perfect, in Him: A 
conditional ſalvation is no ſalvation at all. Faith, 
repentance, obedience, &c. are the graces, not 
conditions of the covenant. They are pur- 
chaſed by Jeſus Chriſt, and flow from the 
divine energy of the Holy Spirit, by whom 
every gracious gift, every good diſpoſition is 
wrought in the foul. Theſe are beſtowed as 
a free gift, and certainly to arrogate them to 
ourſelves, and plead them as our righteouſneſs, 
or to eſteem them as terms and conditions of 
our ſalvation, betrays the height of pride, as 
well as the greateſt folly. But then, man's 
faithfulneſs to grace received, is by too many 

| talked of, and pleaded as a condition of his be- 
ing ſaved. Man's faithfulneſs ! Where is it to 
be found? In what fertile foil ? In what fweet 
boſom doth it lodge? O!] how hard doth ſelf 
die ! How unwilling are the ſons of pride to 
ſubmit to grace alone 1 


But 


% IE oo 
ut all the heirs of glory ſubmit, they muft 
fubmit, they will that ſelf ſhould be laid low; 
and rejoice with humility, that the crown 
ſhould be placed on King Jeſus's head alme, 
who is made of God to us, wiſdom, righteouſueſs, 
ſancti cation and redemption. So many of us as 
have believed on Jeſus with the heart unto 
falvation, the law hath been our ſchool-maſter ,, 
to bring to Chriſt: We eſteem the law to be 
holy, juſt and good: We do not make void 
the law through faith, God forbid : We know 
that nothing can avail us, but the fulfilment 
of every jot and tittle that it requires: No 
obedience ſhort of PERFECTION will be ac- 
cepted of God. Therefore this is our joy, 
this our happy privilege to know, that our 
Jeſus, our head, by his obedience magnified 
the law, and wade it honourable, and thereby 
has perfectly fulfilled all righteouſneſs ; ſo that, 
He is the end of the law for righteouſneſs to us, te 
all that believe, He is emphatically ſtiled the 

Lord our Righteouſneſs; and we are declared 
k by the Apoſtle, 2 Cor. v. 21. to be made the 
righteauſneſs of God in him. For his righteouſ- 

neſs is made ours by imputation through faith, 
and is our juſtification. His love is the life 
and ſpring of all our obedience; and from a 
divine principle implanted in us by his Holy 
Spirit, the inward fruits of love, joy, peace, 
&c. grow; and the outward practice of mo- 


rality and good works abound in the life and 
.converſation. : 1 hus 


{viii 1 
Thus Jeſus faves his people from their fins 
(i. e. from a ſinful ſtate and unholy life) into 
his kingdom of holineſs here, and into his 
kingdom of glory and happineſs above; for 
whom God juſtifies, them he alſo glorifies. 
I dat ſhall be able to ſeparate the adopted ſons 
of God from his love which is in Chriſt Feſus ? 
What can deſtroy thoſe, whom everlaſting love 
hath determined to fave? What power can with- 
ſtand the omnipotent God, who has engaged 
himſelf, by his word of faithfulneſs, for the 
_ fafety and falvation of all his redeemed, juſti- 


fed, and adopted children? Yea, God willing 


more abundantly to ſhew unto the heirs of promiſe 
the immutability of his counſel, * it by an 
oath. Heb. vi. 17. 


Here, O believer in Jeſus, is abundant mat- 
ter for thy comfort and conſolation ! Thus, 
O happy chriſtian, is thy ſalvation ſafe and 
ſecure | Rejoice with humble confidence] Exult 
with holy triumph ! Shout the praiſes of thy 
Jeſus, and thy God, with thy moſt elevated 
affections ! And tell me, O thou happy ſoul ! 
Speak, O thou pardoned ſinner ! Declare, thou 
heaven-born child of God, What is the lan- 
guage of thy heart? What the practice of thy 
life, reſulting from theſe ſweet ſcriptural views 


ol ſovereign grace and everlaſting love? Canſt 


thou from hence be ſoothed to ſloth and inacti- 
Yay. in the divine life? Do they tend to en- 
: courage 


PY 


[ is 


courage thee in looſe, licentious practices? O! 
no: I will venture to anſwer for thee, and 


every regenerate ſoul, I know you deteſt ſuch 


| aſe inferences, and cry out, God forbid! I 
am aſſured, that in the day of thy new-birth, 
a new heart was given thee; and at the time 
of thy efpouſals, a divine nature was imparted 


to thee; and therefore thou wilt leave ſuch 


baſe, helliſh ingratitude to the unſanctified 
hearts that urge it, and to the carnal tongues 


that utter it. I know you experience the eter- 


nal and unchangeable love of Jefus to be the 


moſt animating and enlivening motive to all 
ſuitable conformity of life and converfation : 
By this you are filled with the utmoſt deteſta- 


tion and perfect abhorrence of fin, and find it 
to be the ſtrongeſt, incentive to Holineſs and 


obedience. 


Now by this view of Salvation, the finer 
1s humbled, and the Saviour is exalted; and is 
it not fit, that Jeſus, the Saviour, ſhould have 


all the glory, while man, the finner, enjoys 
all the happineſs and comfort of God's falva- 


tion? O why then thould any be fo unhappy 


as to bring an evil report upon the faithfulneſs 


of God's promiſes, by attempting to render 


his people's falvation precarious and uncertain ? 
This tends to cramp the ſinews of love, and 
to pinion the wings of the ſoaring believer in 


his exploring ome above himſelf, 'O why 


TY. n 
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mould any be ſo deceived, as to imagine legal | 
principles td be more productive of holineſs and 
| obedience, than the love, the everlaſting and 
unchangeable love of Jeſus, _— conſtrain- 
ing us? 


Let no man deceive us with vain words: 
Stand faſt in the liberty wherewith Chriſt hath 
made us free. God forbid, that we ſhould be 
like the fooliſh Galatians, ſo bewitched as to - 
| ſeek to be made perfect by the law of works, 
10 full from grace, to expect to perfect by 


me obedience of fleſh, what was begun by 


the grace of the ie! O this is to be re- 


| - moved from him that called us into the grace of 


Chriſt, into ANOTHER goſpel / Which indeed 
is not another, it is NO GOSPEL at all. 
Terms and conditions, inſtead of free, ſo- 
vereign grace, is the law ſtill, There is, there 
ean be no middle way to immortal happineſs, 
no medium between merit and free grace, our- 
ſelves and Jeſus. ' A believer is not juſtified 

partly by himſelf, or for any conformity and 

A e he doth yield, or for his faithfulneſs 
to grace received, and partly by Chriſt to make 
up the deficiency ; but he is juſtified and ſaved 


ö dz the whole obedience, and whole fatisfaction 


of Jeſus Chriſt, imputed to him by faith; by 


virtue of our union with Jeſus Chriſt, our 


divine head, all the members of his myſtical 
body (O heart-reviving conſolation !) are the 


happy 


. 
happy partakers of all holineſs and PERFEC- 
TION : And this principal is the living, vital, 
powerful ſpring of all khply walk, all ſuitable 


practice of life and converſation here, and of a 


growing meetneſs for the enjoyment of Chriſt's 
kingdom, with the faints in light above. 


To teach or believe otherwiſe, is to difallow- 


the ſcripture doctrine of perfection, to deny the 1 


nature of true holineſs, and is alſo contrary to 
the truths of the everlaſting goſpel of free and- 


full ſalvation by the blood of Jeſus, diſagree-- | 


able to the experience of all the children of 
God here, and quite inconſiſtent with the.ac- 
knowledgmens of the ſaints in blis and r 


above. 


O methinks I hear one of thoſe 
inhabitants, fond to praiſe, and free from pride, 


ſweetly relate what lodged him ſafe in thoſe” 


heavenly manſions: * Loveplanned the grand 
© deſign; love, almighty eternal love reigned 
e in the breaſt of Jeſus. In the fulnels of 
© time, he bowed the heavens, and came 
down: His glory laid aſide, emptied of all 
© but love, in ſuffering form appeared; in ſhame 

© and ignominy lived; treated with diſgrace 
* and ſcorn, all due to ſinful me. In his holy 


-£ life fulfilled the law of God. By his death 


in agonizing pain, torments exquiſite, and 
inſupportable, veins ſweating blood, blood 


Rc iſſu} ing from every pore, bis agony begun ; 


© nor f.\ 


lorified | 


St ; 


1 


< nor did he flop, till hanging, bleeding, 


« groaning, dying on the painful croſs, he ſhed 
the laſt drop of his purple gore for guilty me. 
© Now is God's juſt wrath appeaſed : Now 
heaven loft and happineſs forfeited, were re- 
gained; and the travail of his loving ſoul, for 
millions of millions, and for guilty me, he 
© faw. The ſpirit now received for rebellious 
© man, plentifully ſtreamed forth. Grace pain- ' 
E fully obtained, was now freely beſtowed. 0 
could a ſigh in heaven be felt or known, the 
© mention of what I was, the ſtate wherein I 
* lay, when grace firſt found me out, would 
< cauſe it. When grace begun its work on 
© ruined me; love beamed. diſcovering light, 
whereby I faw myſelf, and mourned and 
< wept. Love wrought by grace, and ſweetly 
charmed my ſoul to God's dear Lamb; our 
£ ſyffering- Saviour once, our exalted Prince 
© and Saviour now. What form, what come- 
< lineſs appeared, when Jeſus firſt I ſaw by 
c faith's enlightened eye! I looked on him, I. 
< pierced and ' mourned, beheld and loved; 
+ ſweetly my captivated heart was won; the 
< exceeding greatneſs of his power, exerted | 
thus to meg by faith, (by no power of mine 
< produced, but) by faith ſupernatural and 
© divine, the Spirit's work ; my new-born ſoul 
£ now clave to my Beloved's Embrace ; whilſt 
2 the voice of joy was in my heart, a peace 
"that t paſſeth all underſtanding overflowed my 


© heaven-bora 


[xi } 
* heaven-born ſoul. Thus brought home to 
the great ſhepherd and biſhop of my foul, 


© a wandering and departing ſpirit ſtill remain- 


© ed within, and often inclined my filly heart 
© to ſtray, to devious ſinful and deſtructive 
< paths did turn: Nature oft did prompt, and 
© felf would gladly reign; but Jeſus reigned 
© above, nor did he me neglect, nor did the 
© Spirit quite forſake his work, when ſelf, and 


< pride, and nature would oppoſe; fin and 


© ſelf did oft my peace diſturb, but not my 


© Saviour's love deſtroy. Not moved at firſt 


by ought in me to undertake my cauſe, nor 
© after bribed by terms and conditions by me 
« performed his ſaving grace to continue; no: 
within his loving breaſt a ſtronger motive 


© lay, by that determined, me to fave from 

© fin and hell; nought could withſtand Om- 
© nipotence itſelf, ſuch is Jeſus, and by his 
Grace, through nature's ſtrong oppoſing 
© power, to glory, bliſs and <> hs Iam 


© brought. J=sUs the incarnate God then 

© let us praiſe, JesUs our ſong ſhall ever be; 

© Salvation, ſalvation to God, and the Lamb.“ 
Ready the glorified hoſt, the heavenly har- 


pers ſtand eagerly join with united cry, while 
a holy contention reigns who ſhall Jeſus mag- 


nify and praiſe the moſt. O bleſt emulation ! 
O glorious exultation ! O may the dear Lamb 
of God, who is the ſubject of their praiſe, the 
objeR of our faith, be the conſtant ſubject of 
„ our 


ö 
* 
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X © 
our joy and delight ! God forbid that -we 
ſhould ever glory in any thing, fave only in 
the croſs of the Lord Jeſus! Lord fave us 
from glorying in, or truſting to any other than 
HIS PERFECT righteouſneſs! O that we may 
be of the true ci rcumcifion, who worſhip God in 


the ſpirit, rejoice in Chrift Feſus, and _ NO 
CONFIDENCE in the fleſh! + 


Courteous reader, if thou art of this happy 
number, thou haſt indeed the greateſt reaſon 
to chant praiſes to the God of love, to sI1nG 
of the freeneſs of divine grace, and to triumph 
in the fulneſs of the Redemption purchaſed for 


_ thee, by Jeſus, thy friend, wy Saviour, and 
ay God. | 


I here preſent thee with a Collection of ſuch 
HYMN S as I think are agreeable to the 
word 'of God, and the experience of all true 
Chriſtians; in which T hope I have carefully 
avoided thoſe compoſitions which breathe the 
proud, . pernicious, and unſeriptural ſpirit of 
Arminianiſm ; or that favour of the poiſonous, 
antichriſtian, and licentious doctrine of Antino- 
mianiſm. In the ſincerity of my heart and affec- 
tion of my foul, I would recommend them, pray- 
ing the dear Son of God, the God of all grace 
and power, to make them uſeful to us in our 
_ Pilgrimage here below, till we come to join in 
more elevated and enlivened ſtrains above. 


A 
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HOU Gop of harmony and love, 
Whoſe name tranſports the ſaints above, | 


And lulls the raviſh'd ſpheres; 
On thee in feeble ſtrains I call 
And mix my humble vbice with al! 
Thy beavenly cheers. 
2 O might I with thy ſaints aſpire, 
The meaneſt of that dazling chor 
Who chant thy praiſe above;  _ © 
Mix'd with the bright muſician band, 
May J an heav'nly harper ſtand, 
And ſing the ſong of love. 


3 What. extaſy of bliſs is there, 
While all th? angelic concert ſhare, 
And drink the floating joys! . 
What more than ectaſy, when all - : 

Struck to the golden pavement fall 
At Jeſu's glorious voice. EIOT 
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A Jeſus! the heaven of heavens he is, 
The ſoul of harmony and bliſs! 
And while on him we gaze; 
And while his glorious voice- we hear, 
Our ſpirits are all eye, all ear, . 
And filence ſpeaks his praiſe. 
5 O might I die that awe to prove, 
That proſtrate awe which dares not move 
Before the great Three-One, 
To ſhout by turns the burſting joy, 
And all eternity employ 
In ſongs around the throne. 


HYMN II. 


For the Loxp's Day in the Morning. 


\ HE Saviour meets his flock to-day, 
Shall I in floth abide at home? 
Shall I behind his people ſtay? 
When Jeſus calls, there till is room: 
II got it is a houſe of prayer, | 
Who knows but Gop may meet me there. 
2 To-day Immanuel feeds his ſaints, 
And there the Chriſtians find their King; 
There they lay open their complaints, 
And there the holy armies fing : 
Into their number I'll preſume, 
Since Jeſus kindly bids me come. 
y How long did faithful Anna wait? 
þ And ſeek the Lord for fourſcore years; 
Both day and night the temple gate 
She watch'd with many groans and tears; 
Nor would ſhe leave the houſe of prayer 
Till Gop vouchſaf'd to meet her there. 
4 Dear Saviour then permit me pow'r, 
And like the ſaint I'll watch for thee ; 
Content P11 wait the appointed hour, 
When thou ſhalt be reveal'd im me: 


3 


2 Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt, 


AND SPIRITUAL SONGS. 17 


Daily my ſoul within thy gate, 
Shall for thy loving-kindneſs wait. 


5 Remove temptations, O my Lord, 
And let mine enemies be ſlain, | 
Which would withdraw me from thy word, 
And plunge me in the world again : 
And when the Bridegroom ſhall appear, 
O let my ſoul be found in pray'r! 


HYMN II. 
On the Loxpy's Dar. 


WEET is the work, O God, our King, 
To praiſe thy name, give thanks and ſing; 
To ſhew thy Love by morning light, 
And talk of all thy Truth by night. 


» 


No mortal cares ſhould ſeize our breaſt ; 
O may our hearts in tune be found, 
Like David's harp, of ſolemn ſound ! 


z Our hearts ſhould triumph in thee, Lord, 
And bleſs thy works, and bleſs thy word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they wine! 
. How deep thy councils! how divine ! 


FB: 


4 O may we fee, and hear, and know, 


What mortals cannot reach below: 
May all our pow'rs find ſweet employ 
In Chriſt's eternal world of joy ! 


HYMN Iv. 
ANOTHER. 


V ELCOME ſweet day of reſt, 

That ſaw the Lord ariſe; + 

Welcome to this reviving breaſt, | 
And theſe rejoicing eyes! 
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2 The King himſelf comes near, 
And feaſts his ſaints to-day: 
Here we may fit, and ſee him here, 
| And love, and praiſe, and pray. 
3 One day amidſt the place, 
Where our dear Gop hath been, 
Is ſweeter than ten thouſand days 
Of pleaſurable fin. 
4 Bid, Lord, our ſouls to ſtay 
n ſuch a frame as this, 
And when thou calf for them away, 
Waft them to endleſs bliſs. 


HYMN V. ” 
For the Lord's Day in the Afternoon. 


LESS'D be thy name, Immortal King, 
Of all the nations Loads; ä 
Whoſe love provides for fainting ſouls 
The cordial of thy word. 
2 Again, with troops of pious friends, 
We ſeek the houſe of prayer ; 
To learn thy will, to ſing thy praiſe, 
Again, Lord, meet us there. 
3 Lift up our ſouls in holy zeal, 
Inflame our breaſts with love ; 
Touch our unhallow'd lips with fire, 
O thou anointing Dove 
4 Leave then, my ſoul, the things of earth, 
With God's afſembly join ; 
Lo! heav'n deſcends, inviting man 
To taſte the things divine, 
5 I come, dear Saviour, lo, I come! 
Lord of my life and ſoul ; 
I come diſeas'd, and faint, and ſick, 
Be pleas'd to make me whole. 


I chirſt, 


* 2 oy 22 * : * e- Pp 
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6 I thirſt, and fly to thee, my Lord, 
1 Thou fountain-head of good; 
& Filthy I come, and all unclean, 


| O cleanſe me in thy blood! 
i HYMN VI. 
4 Lord's Day EvENniNnG. 


'L 7 HEN, © dear Jeſus, when ſhall I, 
4 . __ - +» 6 

eſt in perpet abbath da 
Without a veil between ? 8 


2 Aſſiſt me while I wander here, 
Amidſt a world of cares; . 
Incline my heart to pray with love, 

And then accept my pray'rs. 
3 Releaſe my foul from ev'ry chain, 
No more hell's captive led; 

And pardon a repenting child, 

7 For whom the Saviour bled. 

| 4 Spare me my Gos, O ſpare the foul, 

| That gives itſelf to thee; 
Take all that I poſſeſs below, 
And pive thyſelf to me. 

5 Thy ſpirit, O my father, give, 
To be my guide and friend, 

To hght my way to ceaſeleſs joys, 
Where ſabbaths never end. 


HYMN VII. 
 MonrwnincG Worsnie. 


EFT how many are our foes, . 
In this weak ftate of fleſh and blood ! 
Our peace they daily diſcompoſe, _ 
But our defence and hope is God. 
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2 Tir'd with the burdens of the day, 
To thee we rais'd an ev'ning cry: 
Thou heard*ft when we began. to pray 
And thine almighty help was nigh. 
3 Supported by thy heav'nly aid, 
We laid us down, and ſlept ſecure ; 
Not death ſhall make our hearts afraid, 
Tho? we ſhould wake and riſe no more. : 
DT 4 But Gov ſuſtain'd us all the night; | £ 
Salvation doth to God belong: | g 
He rais'd our heads to ſee the light, 5 
And he ſhall have our morning ſong. 1 


HYMN VIII. 
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ANOTHER. 


cd OME let us adore. - 
The Lord's gracious hand, 
(Our great Governor,) 
Who gave a command, 
And charge to his angels 
To watch round our bed, 
To guard us from evils, : 
From dangers and dread. | 


2 Our Shepherd alone, 
The Lord, let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the throne 
The Prince of our peace: 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ihedding his blood ; 
All hail, Holy Jeſus, 
Our Lord and our Gop! 


3 We daily will ſing 
Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful ſpring 
Of pity and grace: 


Thy 
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4 Preſerve us in love 


* AND Spiral SoNGs, 9 
Thy kindneſs for ever 


To men will. we tell, 
And ſay, our dear Sav'our 
Redeems us from hell. 


While here we abide; 
Nor never remove, 
Nor cover, nor hide, 
Thy glor'ous ſalvation; 
Till joyful we fee " 
The beautiful viſion 5 | 
Completed in thee. 


EVEN ING Worsnrye. 
OW from the altar of bur hearts, 
Let incenſe flames ariſe ; 


Aſſiſt us, Lord, to offer up 
Our evening ſacrince. 


2 Awake our love, awake our Joy, 
Awake our heart and ton 
| Sleep not when mercies loudly cal, 
Break forth into a ſong. 


3 Minutes and mereies multiply'd 
Have made up all this day ; bf 
Minutes came quick, but metcies were 
More fleet and free than they. 


4 New time, new favour, and new Joys, 
Do a new ſong require ! 

Till we ſhall praiſe thee as we would, 
Accept our heart's defire. 


5 Lord of our time, whoſe hand hath ſet 
New time upon our ſcore ; 

Thee may we praiſe for all our time, 
When time ſhall be no more! 


HYMN 
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HYMN. X. 
AST 
\HUS far the Lord has led me on, 


And ev'ry evening ſhall make known 
Some freſh memorial of his grace. 


2 Much of my time has run to waſte, - 
And I perhaps am near my home: 
O Lord forgive my follies paſt, | b 
And give me ſtrength for days to come. 


3 I lay my body down to fleep, 


Peace be the pillow for my OY 
While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful ſtations round my bed. 


4 In vain the ſons of earth or hell * 4 


Tell me a thouſand frightful things, {a 


My Gov in ſafety makes me dwell 
Beneath the ſhadow of his wings. 


5 Faith in his name forbids my fear; 


O may thy preſence ne'er depart! 
And in the morning make me hear 


The love and kindneſs of thy heart. 


6 Thus when the night of death ſhall come, 
My fleſh ſhall — beneath the ground, 
And wait thy voice to rouſe my tomb, 
With ſweet ſalvation in the ſound. 


H Y MN XI. 
_ ANOTHER. 


LL praiſe to him who dwells in bliſs, 
Who made both day and night: 

Whoſe throne is darkneſs in th' abyſs 

Of uncreated light. 


Thus far his pow'r prolongs my da ys 


. . * Far- — — $3, F * 
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5 May we with calm and ſweet repoſe, 
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'2 Each thought and deed his piercing eyes 


With ante ſearch ſurvey : - 
The deepeſt ſhades no more diſguiſe 
Than the full blaze of day. 


3 Whom thou doſt guard, O King of kings, 


No evil ſhall moleſt ; 
Under the ſhadow of thy wings 
Shall they ſecurely reſt. 


4 Thy angels ſhall around their beds 
Their conſtant ſtations keep: _ 
Thy faith and truth ſhall ſhield their head, 
For thou doſt never ſleep. 


And heavenly thoughts refreſh'd d 
Our eye-lids with the morn's uncloſe, 
And bleſs the Ever-bleſs'd!. 


HYMN XII. 


For MorxnincG or EveniNG. 


God, how endleſs 1 is thy love? © 
Thy gifts are ev'ry evening ner. 
And morning mercies from above, 7 x7 
Gently diftill like early dew. £54 


2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtains of the night, 
Great guardian of my ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all my drowzy ak IS. 


3 I yield my pow'rs to thy command, 


To thee I conſecrate. my days; 
Perpetaal bleſſings from thine hand _. 
Demand perpetual ſongs & N | 


HYMN 
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HYMN XIII. 
Longing for the Houſe of Gon. 


"OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 

O Lord of hoſts, thy — News are; 
The new- born ſoul both longs and faints 
To meet th' aſſemblies of thy ſaints. 


2 Bleſt are the ſouls that ſind a place 

Within the temple of thy grace 
There they behold th th 42 ns 
And ſeek thy face ws learn thy praiſe. 


3 Bleſt are the men whoſe hearts are ſet 
To find the way to Zion's gat; 
| Gov is their ſtrength, and thro? the road 
They lean upon their helper Gov, 


4 O may we walk with growing ſtren _— - 
Till we all meet in heav'n at leng 
Till all before Chriſt's face appear, 


And — in nobler worſhip there! 


HYMN XIV. 
Entering into the Congregation. 
OUNTAIN of Life, to all below 
Let thy falvation roll ; 


Water, replen ih, and o 'erflow, 
Ev'ry believing ſoul. 


=P ma _— Wy number, Lord, 
nners take; 
1 "Falfl thy gracious word 
For thy own mercy's ſake. 


3 Turn back our nature's rapid tide, 
And we ſhall flow to thee, 5 
While down the ſtream of time we glide 
To our eternity. 
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4 The well of life to us thou art, 
Of joy, the ſwelling flood: 
Wafted by thee with willing heart 
We ſwift return to God. 


5 We ſoon ſhall reach. the boundleſs fea, 
Into thy fulneſs fall, | 
Be loſt, and ſwallow'd up in thee, 
Our Gov, our all in all! 


HYMN XV. 


Fervency of Devotion deſired. | 


TO Fur, redeeming love, 
| ear chriſtians lend a voice 2 
Come thou, diviner Dove, 
And help us to rejoice: 
Our hearts too low, 
Lord, thou canſt raiſe; 
Bleſt {| irit, 1 
And we ſhall praiſe. 


Here, Lord, may we admire 
The riches of thy grace, £ 
Till thou ſhalt call us higher, 
There to behold thy face : 
Oh, height of 8 
Oh, depth of love! 
Lord, fit us for | 
Qur place above. 


3 Who can thy love expreſs ? 
Thy mercy ne'er decays ! 
What can our ſouls do leſs 
Than love thee all our days? 
Bleſs Gop, each foul, 
E'en unto death ; 
And write a ſong 


UI 


2 For ev*ry breath. oy 


os v2] | C HYMN 
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HYMN XVI. 


 InvirarT1oN. 
HE Lord of life and glory ſtands, 
= Aloud he cries, and ſpreads his hands; 
He calls ten thouſand finners round, 
And ſends a voice from ev'ry wound. 
2 © Attend, ye thirſty fouls, draw near, 
And fatiate all your wiſhes here! 
* Behold, the living fountain flows 
© In ſtreams as various as your woes! 
3 © An ample pardon here I give, 
And bid the ſentenc'd rebel lire; 
* Shew him my Father's ſmiling face, 
* And lodge him in his dear embrace. 
4 1 purge from ſin's deteſted ſtain, 
And make the crimſon white again; 
Lead to celeſtial joys, refin'd, 
And laſting as the deathleſs mind. 
'5 © MuftI anew my pity prove? 
« Witneſs the words of melting love, 
The guſhing tears, the lab'ring breath, 
© And all theſe ſcars of bleeding death.” 
. 6 O Jeſu let me doubt no more; 
But hear, and wonder, and adore : 
And panting ſeek that fountain-head, 
Whence waters ſo divine proceed. 
7 Still near its ſtream may I be found, 
Long as I tread this earthly ground ! 
" Till death ſhall make my laſt remove 
To dwell for ever with my love. 


_HYMN XVII. 
ANOTHER. 


OME, ye ſinners, poor and wretched, | 
| & 1 Weak and wounded, fick and fore, 
Iess us ready ſtands to fave you, 


Full 
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Fall of pity, love and pow'r ; 
He is able, 
He is willing ; doubt no more. 


2 Ho! ye needy, come and welcome, 
God's free bounty glorify : 
True belief and true repentance, 
Every grace that brings us nigh, 
Without money 
Come to Jesus CHRIST and buy. 


3 Let not conſcience make you linger, 
Nor of fitneſs fondly dream; 
All the fitneſs he requireth, 
Is to feel your need of him: 
This he gives you, F 
*Tis the Spirit's glimm' ring beam, 111 f 


4 Agoaizing i in the garden, 
Lo! your Maker proſtrate lies! 
On the bloody tree behold him, 
Hear him cry before he dies, way 
« kh Ys” 
Sinner, will not this ſuffce ? 


5 Lo! the incarnate Goo aſcended, 

| Pleads the merit of his blood; 5 

Venture on him, venture ö 
Let no other truſt intrude. 


None but Jesus _ 
Can do helpleſs ſinners quod. 


IT 

9 Saints and angels N in concert 

Sing the praiſes of the Lamb, a 2 

While the bliſsful ſeats of beaven 3:4 

Sweetly echo with his Name. ; 
Hallelujah ! 

Sinners here may do the lame, 


AM 1 HYMN 
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My anchor's caſt on facred ground. 


HYMNS 


HY MN XVIII. 
THz SAME. 


E weary wanderers draw near, 
I That know no ſolid peace or reſt, 
Lay by each doubt and anxious fear, 
And lean upon your Saviour's breaſt: 
All's ſtolen fruit that can be found 
'To chear the ſoul on nature's ground. 


2 Come, for th: goſpel bids you come: 
Jesus for tinners bled and dy'd; 
The ſacred word reports there's room, 
The Lamb he woos you for his bride ; 
Your ſouls ſhall find a reſting- place 
In th? arms of everlaſting grace. 


3 The day of ſmall things don't deſpiſe ; 
By poverty increaſe your ſtore; 
The happy ſoul that's truly wiſe, 
Can richer grow by being Jour - 
To melt in lovg, to ſink in ſhame, 
'This be my wiſh, be that my flame. 


4 Give me a ſympathizing ul; 


To bear thy ſuff rings on my heart, 
Thy pain and agonizing toil, 
Nor let me from this viſion part; 
'Then ſhall I heartily rejoice, 
And raiſe to thee my grateful voice. 


5 All earthly objects now give way, 
Nature and creature both reſign ; 
On thee by faith'myſelf PlI ſtay, 
And taſte the pow'r of love divine; 
Redemption in thy blood is found, 


HYMN 
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At the opening of Worsn1P. 


N. may the Spirit's holy fire, 
Deſcending from above, 
His waiting family inſpire | 
With joy, and peace, and love! 
2 Thee we the Comforter confeſs; 
UDnleſs thou'rt preſent here, : 
Our ſongs of praiſe are vain addreſs, 
We utter heartleſs pray r. 


3 Wake, heay'nly Wind, ariſe, and come, 


Blow on the drooping field ; 


Our ſpices then ſhall breathe perfume, _ 


And fragrant incenſe yield. 
4 Touch with a living coal the lip 
That ſhall proclaim thy word; 
And bid each awful hearer keep 
Attention to the Lord. 


5 Faſten the reſtitution-day, . 

Which now corruption ſhrouds ; 
New heav'ns and new earth diſplay, 

With Jesus in the clquds. 


HYMN XX. 
ANOTHER. 


NCE more we come before our Gop, 
Once more his bleſting aſk ; 
O may not duty ſeem a load, 
Nor worſhip prove a taſk ? 


2 Father, thy quick'ning ſpirit ſend 
From heav'n in Jeſu's name, | 4 
To make our waiting minds attend, 
And put our ſouls in frame. 
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3 May we receive the word we hear, 
Each in an honeſt heart; 
' Hoard up the precious treaſure there, 
And never with it part. 


4 To ſeek thee all our hearts diſpoſe ; 
To each thy bleſſing ſuit; 
And let the ſeed thy ſervant ſows. 

| Produce a plenteous fruit. 


5 Bid the refreſhing north-wind *wake ; 
Say to the ſouth-wind, blow; | 
Let ev'ry plant the pow'r partake, 
And all the garden grow. 


6 Revive the parch'd with heav'nly ſhow'rs, » 


The cold with warmth divine; 
And as the benefit is ours, 
Be all the glory thine. 


HY MA XXL, 
ANOTHER. ' 
YOME, ye ſinners, come to Is vs, 
Think upon your gracious Lord ; 
le has pity'd your condition, | 
He has ſent his goſpel-word. 5 
Mercy calls you, 20 Bos 
Mercy flows on IESu's blood. 

2 Deareſt Saviour, help thy ſervant 
To proclaim thy — Brant love; 
Pour thy grace upon this people, 
That thy truth they may approve; 

Bleſs, O bleſs them 
From thy ſhining courts above. 

3 Now thy gracious word invites them 
To partake the goſpel - feaſt; 

Let thy ſpirit ſweetly draw them, 
Ev'ry ſoul be Jesu's gueſt. 

O receive us, 
Ter us find thy promis'd reſt. 


9 — 1 , aches 1 , — l N 4 < 4-4 A 
RR 1 ö Tas * Rc + >, EAN FRET T IE A ä . 
—— I 4 $ ox x Sd 4 = * 3 xv £72 WL 
MT . 8 e n 4 8 8 A a 
"EY ae gf, 8 4 1 a 


HYMN 


N 
R vi 
N 8 1 
v þ I . 7 . 
Y * : 
© Sgt 32 Re * Fa 
bend * 2 
* a - F 


AND SPIRITUAL SONGS, 31 


HYMN XXII. 
ANOTHER. 
ORD, we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow : 


O! do not our ſuit diſdain, , 
Shall we ſeek thee, Logo, in vain? 


2 Lok b, on thee our ſouls depend, 
In compaſſion now deſcend: 
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to ſing thy prai 


3 In thine own appointed way, 
Now we ſeek thee, here we ſtay; 
Lord, we know not how to go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow. 


4 Send ſome meſſa 7 from thy word, 
That may joy and peace afford ; 
Let thy ſpirit now impart 
Full ſalvation to each heart. 


Comfort thaſe who weep and mourn, 
Let the time of joy return; 
Thoſe that are caſt down, lift up; ; 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope! 


6 Grant that all -may ſeek, and find 
Thee a gracious Gop and kind; 
Heal the ſick, the captive free : 
Let us all rejoice in thee? 


HYM N XXIII. 


BERTOAR inne 


LORY to God, who gave the word, 
And bid the preachers cry; 
Who caus'd his will to be proclaim'd, 

And brought ſalvation nigh, 


Lord, 


— 


2 Lord, ever give us of this bread, 
And grant us ears to hear; 
Hearts to receive the heav'nly ſeed, 

And bring forth fruit with fear. 

3 O may thy word direct our path, 
And guide our falt'ring feet; 
Direct us in the living way, J 
And to thy mercy-ſeat ! £ at x 
4 Fountain of everlaſting life, 3 4 
Of bliſs, and truth, and good; 
Give us (that we may never thirſt) 
| To drink of Jzsv's blood. 
5 Fill every hungry ſoul, who cries, 
From thine exhauſtleſs ſtore ; 
And let no one go empty hence, 
But taſte, and pray for more. Ft 
6 Let all thy children, Lord, be fed 
With the eternal word; q 
Be wiſe, and ſtronger grow thereby, 4 


| Increaſing in the Lord. 
HYMN XXIV. 


4 1 
5D DERAKLING. 5 
1 'L Z7ITH heart and lips unfeign'd, ? 
2 We praiſe thee for thy word; 1 
We bleſs thee for the joyful news 4 

Of our redeeming Lord. l 


2 Like as the kindly rain 
Returns not back to heav'n, 

But chears, and fruitful makes the earth, 
The end for which 'twas given: 

3 So let thy preſent voice 
Accompliſh thy defign ; 

Diſtill on all our thirſty ſouls; 

And conſecrate us thine. 


Water 


4 Water thy ſacred ſeed, 


3 Here ſprings of facred pleaſure riſe, 
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And give it great increaſe ; : 
Let neither fowls, nor rocks, nor thorns, _ 
Finder the fruits of peace. | 


5 Then tho' we weeping ſow, 
And tears our hours employ ; 

We know we ſhall return again, 
And bring our ſheaves with joy. 


. Our lives now hid with Carr, = 


With him ſhall ſoon appear; 
And we array'd in all his light, 
Shall meet him in the air. 


HY M N XXV. a 
The Saviour Wvitation, John vil. 27. 


HE Saviour calls, —let ev'ry ear 
Attend the heav'nly found; 
Ve doubting ſouls, diſmiſs your fear, 
Here ſmiles reviving round. 
2 For ev'ry thirſty, longing heart, 
Here ſtreams of bounty flow, 
And life and health, and bliſs impart, 
To baniſh mortal woe. 


To eaſe your ev'ry pain, 
(Immortal fountain ! 1 Il ſapplies?) 
Nor ſhall you thirſt in — 4 


4 Ve ſinners, come, tis mercy's voice ; 
The gracious call obey; 
Mercy invites to heav'nly joys, 
And can you yet delay ? 
Dear Saviour, draw reluQant hearts, 
To thee let ſinners fly, TINS 
And take the bliſs thy love imparts, A 
And drink, and never die, 


HYMN 


; 5 N | Oppreſs'd 
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ANOTHER. | 
ET ev 'ry mortal ear attend, 
And ev'ry heart rejoice, 


The trumpet of the goſpel =” 
With an inviting voice. 


2 Ho! all ye hungry, ſtarving fauls, 
That feed upon the wind, | 
And vainly ftrive with earthly toys 
To fill an empty mind: 


3 Eternal wiſdom has prepar'd, 
A ſoul-reviving feaſt, 
And bids your longing appetites 
The rich proviſion taſte. 


4 Ho! ye that pant for living ſtreams, 
And pine away and die, 
Here you may quench your raging thirſt. 
With ſprings that never dry. - 


5 Dear Gov, the treaſures of thy love 
Are everlaſting mines : 
Deep as our helpleſs mis'ries are, 
And boundleſs as our fins. 


6 The happy gates of goſpel-grace y 
Stand open night and day; _ 


Lord, we are come to ſeek ſupplies, ' 
And drive our wants away. N 


HYMN XXVII. 


WaRVY SOULS INVITED TO REST, 
Matt. x1. 2, 8. | 
OME, weary ſouls, with fins diſtreſt, 
The 2 offers heav'nly reſt; 


The kind, the e call obey, 
Err caſt your gloomy fears away. 
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2 Oppreſs'd with guik, a painful load, 

O come, and ſpread your woes abroad ; 
Divine compaſſion, mighty love, 
Will all the painful load remove. 


3 Here mercy's boundleſs ocean flows, 
To cleanſe your guilt, and heal your woes; 
Pardon and life, and endleſs peace— 
How rich the gift! how free the grace! 
4 Lord, we accept with thankful heart, 
The hope thy gracious words impart ; 
We come with trembling, yet rejoice, 
And bleſs the kind inviting voice. 

5 Dear Saviour, let thy pow'rful love 
Confirm our faith, our fears remove, 
And ſweetly influence ev'ry breaſt, 
Aud guide us to eternal reſt. 


HYMN XXVIII. 
TRE POWER or FAITR. 


F adds new charms to earthly bliſs, 


And ſaves me from its ſnares; 
Its aid in ev'ry duty brings, 
And ſoftens all my cares : 


2 Extinguiſhes the thirſt of fin, 


And lights the ſacred fire : 
Of love to God and heav'nly things, 
And feeds the pure deſire. 


4 The wounded conſcience knows its pow'r - 


The healing balm to give: 


That balm the ſaddeſt heart can cheer, | 
And make the dying live. 


Wide it unveils celeſtial worlds, 
Where deathleſs pleafures reign ; Y 

And hids me ſeek my portion there, 
Nor bids me ſeek in vain. © : - 
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5 Shews me the precious promiſe, ſeal'd 
With the redeemer's blood; 
And helps my feeble hope to reſt 
Upon a faithful G. 
6 There, there unſhaken would I reſt 
Till this vile body dies; 
And then on faith's triumphant wings, 
At once to glory riſe. 


HYMN XXX. 
The Goopd SRHEFPHERD. 


TT JFHEN my Saviour, my Shepherd is near, 
How quickly my ſorrows depart 
New beauties around me appear, 
New ſpirits enliven my heart: 
His preſence gives peace to my. ſoul, 
And Satan aſſaults me in vain, 
If my Shepherd his power controul, 
I think I no more ſhall complain. 


2 But, alas! what a change do I find, 
When my Shepherd withdraws from my ſight! 
My fears all return to my mind, 
My day is foon chang'd into night : 
Then Satan his efforts renews 
To vex and enſnare me again; 
All my pleaſing enjoyments I loſe, 
And can only lament and complain. 


3 By theſe changes I often paſs through, 
Il am taught my own weakneſs to know; 
I am taught what my Shepherd can do, 
And how much to his mercy Io We: 
It is he who ſupports me thro? all, 
When! faint _—_— me again; 
He attends to my pray'r when I call, 
And bids me no longer complain. 
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4 Wherefore then ſhould I murmur and grieve, 

Since my Shepherd is always the ſame, 
And has promis'd he never will leave 

The ſoul that confides in his name ? 
To relieve me from all that I fear, 

He was buffeted, tempted, and ſlain ; 
And at length he will ſurely appear, 

Tho? he leaves me awhile to complain. 
While I dwell in an enemy's land, 

Can I hope to be always at goes? | 
'Tis enough that my Shepherd's at hand, 

And that ſhortly this warfare will ceaſe : 
For ere long he will bid me remove, 

From this region of ſorrow and pain, 
To abide in his preſence above, 

And then I no more ſhall complain. 


HYMN XXX. 
Panting after JES us. 


FT*HOU Shepherd of Iſr'el divine, 
The joy of the upright in heart, 
For cloſer communion they pine, | 
Still, ſi5H to reſide where thou art; | 
The paſture, oh! when ſhall we find, 
Where all, who their ſhepherd obey, 
Are fed on thy boſom reclin'd, | 
Are ſkreen'd from the heat of the day. 


Ah ſhew us that happieſt place, 

That place of thy people's abode, : - 
Where ſaints in an extaſy gaze, 

And hang on a crucify'd Gop : 

Thy love for loſt ſinners declare, 

Thy pathon and death on the tree, 

Our Gries to Calvary bear 


K 


3 *Tis there with the lambs of thy flock, 
There only we'd covet to reſt, 
To lie at the foot of the rock, 
Or riſe to be hid in thy breaſt; 
*Tis there we would always abide, 
And never a moment depart, 
Conceal'd in the cleft of thy ſide, 
Eternally held in thy heart. 
HYMN XXXI. 
8³ of God! thy bleſſing grant, 
Still ſupply our ev'ry want, 
Tree of life thine influence ſhed, 
With thy ſap our ſpirits feed! 
2 Tend'reſt branch, alas! am I, 
Wither without thee, and die: 
Weak as helpleſs infancy— 
O confirm our ſouls in thee! 
3 Unſuſtain'd by thee we fall! 
Send the ſtrength for which we call! 
Weaker than a bruiſed reed, 
Help, we ev'ry moment need. 
4 All our hopes on thee depend, 
Love us! ſave us to the end! 
Give us the continuing grace 
Take the everlaſting praiſe! 
HYMN XXXII. 
Deſiring to Praiſe Worthily. 
OME thou fount of ev'ry blefling ! 
'S Tune our hearts to fing thy grace! 
Streams of mercy never ceaſin g, 
Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe? 
Teach us ſome melodious ſonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above; 
Praiſe the mount—O ! fix us on it, 
Mount of God's unchanging love! 


Here 


Fremen. 
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2 Here we raiſe our Eben-Ezer, 

Hither by thine help we're come; 

Truſting, Lord, by thy good pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at home: 

Jeſus ſought us, all when ſtrangers, 
Wand'ring from the fold of Goo, 

He, to reſcue us from dangers, 
Interpos'd his precious blood. 


3 O! to grace, what mighty debtors, 

Daily, hourly, Lord, are we, 

Let that grace, like {congelt fetters, 
Bind our wand'ring hearts to thee ! 

| Prone to wander, Lord, we feel them, 
Prone to leave the God of lore 

Wa s our hearts—O take, and ſeal them! 

Seal them from thy courts above. 


HYMN XXXIII. 


GRATITUDE. 


HAT ſhall we render unto thee, | 

Thou glorious Lord of. life and pow'r r? 
T reach us to bow the humble knee, 
Teach us with thankfulneſs t'adore, 

To praiſe thee as thy ſaints above, 
To praiſe thee for thy wondrous love. 
2 When like loſt ſheep we wander'd wide, 
And left the watchful ſhepherd's eye; 


When born * the i 8 tide 
Of this world” and vanity 


Then Jeſus from the beav'ns came down 

To ſave us by his grace alone. „ 
3 He bore our ſins * the tree, i 

To ſeek and ſave loſt he came, | 

There was he bound to ſet us free, 

From death and everlaſting ſhame ; 

The captive flock from hell was freed 

And ranſom'd when their Shepherd bled. 
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4 Before the Father's awful throne, 


Our mereiful High-Prieſt yet ſtands, 
And interceding for his own, 

'The purchas'd remnant now demands 
His people's everlaſting friend 

Who loving—loves them to the end! 


5 May we his baniſh'd ones rejoice, 


Him for our Lord and God to own, 

To take him as our only choice 

And cleave to him in love alone; 

Stll growing up in holineſs 

Till calPd to meet, in realms of peace. 


6 Then ſhall our grateful ſongs abound, 


And ev'ry tear be wip'd away; 

No fin, no ſorrow ſhall be found, 
No night o'ercloud the endleſs day 7. 

O praiſe him ! all beneath, above! 
0 praiſe him! praiſe the God of love. 


H Y MN XXXIV. 


Before SERMON. 


OW begin the heavenly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſu's name, 

Ye who Jeſu's kindneſs prove, 

Triumph in redeeming love. 


2 Ye who ſee the Father's grace, 


Beaming in the Saviour's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


3 Mourning ſouls dry up your tears, 


* 


Baniſh all your guilty fears, 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by redeeming love. 


Ye, alas, who long have been 
* ſlaves of * and ſin, 
2 
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Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop and taſte redeeming love. 


5 Welcome all by ſin oppreſt, 
Welcome to his ſacred reſt, 


Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 


6 He ſubdu'd the infernal pow'rs, 
His tremendous foes and ours, 
From their curſed empire drove, 
__ in redeeming love. 


Hither then your muſic bring, 
Strike aloud each chearful ſtring, 
Mortals join the hoſts above, 
Join | to praiſe redeeming love. 


HYMN XXXV. 


Pſalm Ixxxix. 14, 15, 16, 17. 


What ſhall I do, my Saviour to praiſe; 
So faithful, and true, ſo plenteous 1 in _ 


So ſtrong to deliver, ſo good tor 
The weakeſt believer, that hangs upon him! 


2 How happy the man, whoſe heart is ſet free, 
The people that can be joyful in thee! _. 


Their joy is to walk in the light of thy face, . p 
And ſtill they are talking of Jeſus's grace. 


A Their daily delight ſhall be in thy name, 
They ſhall, as their right, thy righteouſneſs 
[claim : 
Thy righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by 
[thy blood, 
Bold ſhall they appear in the preſence of Gop. 


Ws For thou art their boaſt, their glory, and pow'r, 
And 1 alſo truſt to ſee the glad hour, 
TER My ſoul's new creation, a life from the dead, 


13 th ** day of ſalvation, that lifts up my head. 


42 5 M N 8 


5 Vea, Lord, I ſhall ſee the bliſs of thine own, 
+. ſecret to me ſhall ſoon be made known : 
+. * and ſadneſs, I 10 receive, 
And ſhare 1 in the gladneſs all who believe.. 


= HYMN XXXVI. 
Pſalm cxxxi, Matt. xi. 29. 


ORD, if thou thy grace = 2xgy 
Poor in ſpirit, meek in heart, 
T ſhall as my Maſter be, | 
 Rooted in humility. 


2 From the time that thee I know, 

Nothing, ſhall I ſeek below, 
* Aim at nothing great or high, 
TLowly both in heart and eye. 
23 Simple, teach able, and mild, 
Chang d into a little child, | 
pPleas'd with all the Lord n 
Wean'd from all the world beſides. 

| 4 Father! fix my foul on thee, 

by Ev'ry evil let me flee, + 
1 — want beneath, above, 

appy- happy in thy love! - 
3 WG Oo! that all may ſeek and find, | by | 
- Ev'ry good in Jeſus join'd ! = > | 
im let Iſrael full adore, © | | 
Truſt him; praiſe him evermore, 


HYMN XXXVII. 
Offices of CHRIST. 
oN all the glorious names 


4 8 > Ls ” 4 
”= K l 
A nn RE 4 b 
- 
C » * « 0 


OE IV B — * 


LEARNS KELL 
jr PS Ae ty 


+ "RL | et] 
1 5 Of wiſdom, love and pow r, 9 1 
3 t mortals ever knew, D 


f - . & +. % £ 
FINS * ; " Ms. z * 
2 hat * 3 * -bore ; 8 ae IE SIE IE ts 
- ? W + — + e 
* : 3 8 * Ky 
0 : * 4% 2 
- " - 
1 4 5 


AND SPIRITUAL SONGS. - 43 


All are too mean 
To ſpeak his worth, 
Too mean to ſet _ 
Our Sav*our forth. Ss 


2 But, O what gentle terms, 
What condeſcending ways, 
Doth our Redeemer uſe, 

To teach his heav 'nly _— 

My ſoul with joy. | 

And wonder- ſhe, - 4 

What forms of love =. 

He bears for thee ! t e 9 


3 Array'd! in mortal Fleſh, „ 5 F 
Chriſt like an ange! ſtands, . " 
And holds the promiſes 5 4 
And pardons in his hand: e 
JJ f 

His Father's throne, - — =- i 

To male 0 _ =. > 

To mortals known. e 


4 Great Prophet of our Goo 8 
- _ Our tongues would bleſs thy nam : _ 3 

By thee the joyful news or ol 
Of our ſalvation came : 2 5 Jo: 
| | The jayful nen 
„ J A Eavack «x 
: Oo NS 8 
And peace with heav n.. 


F. 


5 Be thou our counſellor, DPS 7. 


Our pattern, and our ** 1 es 
And thro? this defart lan 48 
Still keep us near * fide : 2 4 3 


O let our feet 0 FY . f ns : 7 : & . | v2} n 4 
2 Ne'er run aſtray, r, * >" 
Hor rove nor ſee 
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6 Jeſus, our great high- prieſt, 
Offer'd his blood and dy'd: 
Thou guilty finner ſeek 
No ſacrifice beſide: 
His pow'rful blood 
Did once atone, 
And now it pleads 
Before the throne. 


7 Then let our ſouls ariſe, 
And tread the tempter down ; 
Our Captain leads us forth 
To conqueſt and a crown : 
A feeble ſaint 
Shall win the day, 
Tho? death and hell 
Obſtru the way. 


. HYMN XXXVII. 
= yu to the Throne of Grace by a 
; Mediator, 


OME let us lift our joyful eyes 
Up to the courts above, 

And ſmile to fee our Father there 
Upon a throne of love. 


2 Once 'twas a ſeat of dreadful wrath, 

And ſhot devouring flame; 

F 5 r Gop appear'd conſuming fire, 

*% And Veng'ance was his name. 

3 Rich were the drops of Jeſu's blood 
That calm'd his frowning face, 

That ſprinkled o'er the burning throne, 
And turn'd the wrath to grace. 1 


4 Now we may bow before his feet, 
And venture near the Lord: 
No fiery cherub guards his ſeat, 
Nor double-flaming ſword. 


N — 


The 
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5 The peaceful gates of heavenly bliſs, 
Are open'd by the Son, 
High let us raiſe our notes of praiſe, 
And reach the almighty throne : 


6 To thee ten thouſand thanks we bring, 
Great Advogate on high ; 
And glory to the eterna! King 
That lays his fury by. 


HYMN XXXIX. 
1 CurrsT's Compaſſion for the tempted. 


W ITH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our high-prieſt above; 


His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 


1 Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame; 
He knows what ſore temptations mean. | 
For he hath felt the ſame, SI 


3 He, in the days of feeble fleſh, 
Pour'd out his cries and tears, 
And in his meaſure feels afreſh 

What every member bears. 


4 He'll never quench the ſmoking flax, 
But raiſe it to a flame; 
The bruiſed reed he never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name. 


5 Then let our humble faith addreſs 
His mercy and his power. "IPs 
We ſhall obtain deliy* ring grace 

In the diſtreſſing hour. 


HYMN 
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46 HYMNS 
HYMN XI. 


Salvation by Grace. 
- ORD, we confeſs our num' rous faults, 


How great our guilt has been; 


Fooliſh and vain were all our thoughts, 


And all our lives were ſin. 


2 But, O my ſoul, for ever praiſe, 
For evet love his name, 


Who turns thy feet from dang'rous ways, 


Of follß fn, and ſhame. 
3 *Tis not By works of right'ouſneſs, 


Which our own hands have done; 


But we are ſav'd by ſov'reign grace 
Abounding thro? his Son. 


4 Tis from the mercy of our Gop 

That all our hopes begin; 
»Tis by the water and the blood 
Our ſouls are waſh'd from ſin. 


2. "Tis thro? the purchaſe of his death, 
Who hung upon the tree, 


The ſpirit is ſent down to breathe 
On ach dry bones as we. 


6 Rais'd from the dead we live anew, 
And juſtify'd by grace; 
We ſhall appear in glory too, 
And ſee our Father's face. 


HYMN XII. 
SALVATION. 


*Tis pleaſure to our ears ; 
A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A eordial for our fears. 


A 


\ALvaTion! O the joyful ſound ! 
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2 Buried in ſorrow and in fin, 
At hell's dark door we lay, 
But we ariſe by grace divine 
To ſee a heavenly day. 


3 Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the ſky 


Confpire to raiſe the ſound. 
HYMN XIII. 
God all, and in all. 
Y Goo, my life, my love, 
To thee, to thee I call; 
I cannot live if thou remove, 
For thou art all in all. 
2 Thy ſhining grace can cheer 
This dungeon where I dwell; 
*Tis paradiſe when thou art here, 
If thou depart, tis hell. 
3 The ſmilings of thy face, 
How am'able they are ! 


"Tis heaven to reſt in thine embrace, 
And no where elſe but there. 


4 To thee, and thee alone, 
The angels owe their bliſs ; 


They fit around thy grac'ous throne, 


And dwell where Jeſus is. 


5 Not all the harps above 
Can make a heav'nly place, 
If Gop his reſidence remove, 
Or but conceal his face : 
6 Nor earth, nor all the fy, 
'- Can one delight afford; 
No, not a drop of real joy 
Without thy preſence, Lord. 


47 


uns 


7 Thou art the ſea of love 
Where all my pleaſures roll, 

The circle where. my paſſions move, 

And centre of my foul. 


s To thee my ſpirits. fly 
With infinite defire, 

And yet how far from thee I lie ; 
Dear Jeſus raiſe me higher. 


8 HX MN XIIII. 
22 Redemption by CHRIST. 


2 
BF - pg HEN the firit parents of our race 
SHOW W | Rebell'd, and loſt their Gop, 
And the infollicn of their ſin 
» Had tainted all our blood: 


2 Infinite pity touch'd the heart 
Of the eternal Son: 
Deſcending from the heav'n ly court 
He left his Father's throne. 


3 Aſide the Prince of Glory threw F 
His moſt divine array, = 
And yrrap'd his Godhead in a 1 

Of our inferior clay. 


4 His living pow'r, and dying love, 
Redeem'd unhappy men, 
And raĩs'd the ruin of our race 
To liſe and Gop again. 
5 To thee, deer Lord, our fleſh and ſoul 
We Joyfully reſign ; s 
Bleſt Jeſus, take us for thy own, 
F are doubly thine. 
3 0 may tMpe, hongur eyes, be 
| The bus*neſs of Our days; 
Inflame our hearts. aſſik our tongues, * 
To ſpeak thy worthy praiſe ! 
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. HYMN EXLIV. 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs. 


\ WAKE my heart, ariſe my tongue, 
5 Prepare a tuneful voice; 
In Gop, the life of all my joys, 
Aloud will I rejoice. . _ 
And made falvation,mine ; 
Upon a poor polluted worm 
He makes his mercies ſhine. 


3 And leſt the ſhadow of a ſpot 
Should on my ſoul be found, 
He took the robe the Sav'our wrought 
And caſt it all around. | 
4 How far this heav'nly robe exceeds 
What earthly princes wear 
Theſe ornaments how bright they ſhine ? 
How white the garments are! 
5 The Spirit wrought my faith and love, 
And hope and ev'ry grace 
But Jeſus ſpent his life to work 
The robe of righteouſneſs. 


6 Strangely, my ſoul, art thou array'd 


By the great ſacred Three =” "3a 
In ſweeteſt harmony of praiſe, 3 
Let all thy pow'rs agree. | 
J 
The Love of Chnisr conſtraineth us. 
2 Cor. v. 14. TY ITE; 
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2 Knowledge, alas! is all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear; 
Our ſtubborn ſins will fight and reign, 
If lore be abſent there. 


3 Tis love that makes our active feet 
In ſwift obedience move; 
The devils know, and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love. 


4 This is the grace that lives and ſings, | 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe; ' - 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful ſtrings 
In the ſweet realms: of bliſs. 


5 Before we quite forſake our clay, 
Or leave this poor abode, 

The wings of love bear us away, 
To fee our ſmiling Go. 


_ HI MN. XLVI. 
ele of Custs r. 
EACH me yet more of thy bleſt ways, 
Thou eder. Lamb of Gop ; 3 


And fix and root me in the grace 
So dearly bought with blood. 


2 O tell me often of each wound, 
Of ev'ry ſmart and pain; 
And let my heart with joy confeſs 
From hence comes all my gain. 


3 For this ſtill let me freely count 
Whate'er I have but loſs; 
And ev'ry name, and ey'ry thin 

Compar'd with thee, but droſs. 


4 Whence is it, merciful high- prĩeſt, 
That thou didſt bleed for me? 

* full of ſin and void of worth, 

"Px, The cauſe was all in thee. 
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5 Thy tender heart could not endure 
To fee me hepleſs he; 
To ſee me fall a prey to death, 
Thyſelf would'ſt rather die. 
6 Engrave this deeply on my heart, 
With an eternal pen; 


That I may in my {mall degree 
Return thy love again. 


7 But who can pay ſo high a debt, 
Or equal love like thine ? 
Thou waſt when ſore!y wounded thus 4 
A perſon all divine 8 / ng 1 


More ev'ry hour to ſe, eee x Þ 
That thou a bount'ous giver . F 
I muſt a debtor be. | ASE; AWE 


0X M N XLVIE. 


INVITATION. 


ITHER ye poor, ye fick, ye blind. 
A En- diſorder d trembling throng 3 ORE 
To you the Goſpel calls, to you „ 
Meſiab' bleſſings all belong. Ft p 1 ON 


&*: 
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Derive no bleſſing from his tree: 
For ſinners only Jeſus dy'd, 


Then ſure I hear he dy'd for me. 


3 *Twas with our griefs Mefſiah groan'd, 
_ *Twas with our guilt his ſoul was Vs . 
Our puniſhment he took, he bore, 
And finners liv'd when Jeſus dy d. 


4 Awake each heart, ariſe each ſoul, 
And join the bliſsful choirs above: "IV 
May nothing tune our future ſong, ._ ' + 
But heav'nly Wiſdom, heav'nly love. 
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HYMNS 
_ HYMN XLVIII. 
Io the Trinity. 


WV give immortal praiſe 

. To God the Father's love; 
For all our comforts here, 

And better hopes above. 

He ſent his own 

Eter nal Son, 

To die for ſins : 

'That man had done. 


2 To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, | 
— Wo bought us with his blood, | ö 
Prom everlaſting woe. 5 
3 And now he lives, | ; 
And now he reigns, 
And ſees the frujt 
3 To God the Spirit's name, 
Immortal worſhip give; 
Whoſe new-creating pow'r 
Makes the dead finners live. 
og His work compleats 
The great deſign, _ 
And fills the ſoul 
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HYMN XIIX. 
The Faithfulneſs of God in the Promiſes. 
32 my tongue, ſome heav'nly theme, 
And ſpeak ſome boundleſs thing, | 


The mighty works, or mightier name, Þ 
Of our eternal king. . 
, Telit 3 
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See what immortal glories ſhine, + 
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2 Tell of his wond'rous faithfulneſs, 
And ſound his pow'r abroad, 

Sing the ſweet promiſe of his grace, 
And the performing God. 


3 Proclaim falvation from the Lord, 
For wretched dying men; 
His hand hath writ the ſacred = 


With an immortal pen. 


4 Engrav'd as in eternal braſs, 
The mighty promiſe ſhines ; 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze 
Thoſe everlaſting lines. 


5 O might I hear thine heav'nly tongue 
But whiſper, Thou art mine! 
Thoſe nas words ſhould raiſe my ng 


To = almoſt divine. 


6 How would our leaping hearts rejoice, 
And think our heav'n ſecure! - -—©- 
Give us to hear thy gracious voice 

And faith deſires no more. 


HYMN ik 1-1. ll 

The Glory of Cuzisr in mes, 3 

H ! the delights, the hear” ly.) ne _ $4255 ol 
The glories of the place, 


Where Jeſus ſheds the brighteſt beams | 
Of his o'erflowing grace! 


2 Sweet majeſty and awful love, 
Sit ſmiling on his brow, | 
And all the glorious ranks above 
At humble diſtance bow. 


3 His head, the dear majeſtic "TY 
T bat cruel thorns did wound, 


And circle it around ! 9 55 
=. -— : > 
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4 This is the man, th exalted man, 
Whom we, unſeen, adore; 


But when our eyes behold his face, 
Our hearts ſhall love him more. 


5 Lord, ſet our ſpirits all on fire 
To ſee thy bleſs'd abode; 
And tune our tongues to fing the praiſe 
Of our incarnate Gon. 


HYMN LL 
Look on him whom they pierc'd, and 
mourn. - | 


S there a thing beneath the ſky, 
Can comfort bring, or ſatiofy, 
But our dear Saviour's wounds ? 
_. - Here i is a ſweet and conſtant peace, 
* A treaſure full of richeſt grace, 
3 All elſe are empty ſounds. 
2 Attend, my ſoul, ſink down with ſhame 
Before his Tos, who only came 
To ſuffer, bleed and die: 
O think upon thy ſin, and guilt, 
For which his precious blood was * 
Thou didſt him crucify. 


- 4 See, thou vile piece of ſinful duſt, 
Thy deareſt Lord ſweat for thy luſt, 
*Till drops of blood fall down! 
See how he yonder ſtrate lies! 
Obſerve his — ray'r and cries, 
Mark every tear and groan. 


4 See thy dear Lord dragg'd like a thief, _ 
Amidſt contempt, and ftripes, and grief, 
For thee a ſacrifice : _ 
Faſten'd unto the ſhameful wood, 
Deſpis'd by men, and bath'd in blood; ; 
So dear thy ranſom price ! 


a * . 
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5; Lord, did'ſt thou ſuffer thus for me ? 
Did'ſt thou feel all this miſery x 
To give me life and peace? 
'Then let me bear it on my heart, 
My All is purchas'd with thy ſmart, 
Thy 150 ſigns my releaſe. 


H . 
The Benefit of Public Ordinances. 
WAY from ev 'ry mortal care, 


A Away from earth our ſouls retreat ; 
We leave this worthleſs world afar, 


And wait and worſhip near thy ſeat, 


2 Lord, in the temple of thy grace, 
We ſee thy feet, and we adore; 
We gaze upon thy lovely face, 
And learn the wonders of thy pow Tc 


3 While here our various wants we mourn, 
United groans aſcend on high; 
And prayer bears a quick return 
Of bleſſings in variety. * 


4 F ather, our ſouls would ſtill abide 2 
Within thy temple, near thy fide ; 
But if dur feet muſt hence depart ; 


Still keep thy dwelling in my heart. 


HYM N III. 


Faith in CRHRISTH our Sacrifice. 
OT all the blood of beaſts 


On Jewiſh altars ſlain, 


Can give the guilty conſcience peace, 
Or waſh away the ſtain. 


But 
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2 But Chriſt, the Heav'nly Lamb, 
Takes all our fins away; 

A ſacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 

3 My faith would lay her hand, 
On that dear head of thine, 

While like a penitent I ſtand, 

And there confeſs my ſin. 


4 My ſoul looks back to ſee 
The burdens thou didft bear, 

When hanging on the curſed tree, 

And hopes her guilt was there. 
5 Believing, we rejoice 
To ſee the curſe remove; 
We bleſs the Lamb with chearful voice 
And fing his bleeding love. 


| © & 5 08  : A 
God reconciled in CHRISr. 


EAR EST of all the names above, 
Our Jeſus and our God, 
Who can reſiſt thy heav'nly love, 
Or trifle with thy blood? 
2 Tis by the merits of thy death, 
The Father ſmiles again; 
»Tis by thine interceding breath 
The Spirit dwells with men. 
3 Till God in human fleth I ſee, 
My thoughts no comfort find; 
The holy, juſt, and ſacred Three 
Are terrors to my mind; =» 
4 But if Emmanuel's face appear, 
My hope, my joy begins; 
His name forbids my flaviſh fear, 
His grace removes my fins. | 
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"s While Jews on their own law rely, 
And Greeks of wiſdom boaſt, 
I love th' incarnate myſtery, 
And there I fix my truſt. 


HYMN LV. 


CurisT our Great Melchiſedec. 
HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 


We love to hear of thee; 
No muſic like thy charming name 
Neb'er half fo ſweet can RF. 
O may we ever hear thy voice 
In mercy to us ſpeak, ” 
And in our prieſt will we rejoice, .. 


Thou great Melchiſedec. 


2 Our Jeſus ſhall be fill our theme,” | 
While in this world we ftay, 
We'll ſing our Jeſu's lovely name, 

When 21 things elſe decay: 

When we appear in cloud, 
With all his favour'd throng, 
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Then will we ſing more ſweet, more 0nd. 


And Chriſt ſhall be our — 


Breathing after Holineſs. 
OVE divine, all love excelling, 


Joy of heav'n to earth come down, 


Fix in us thy humble | dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies-crown. 
5 thou art all compaſſion, 
ure unbounded love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Ader erery trembling beart. 


* 
— 


i "Og 0 breathe * . . 
Into every troubled breaſt, 
Let us all in thee inherit, EY 
Let us find thy promis'd reſt. 5 5 
Take away the power of — == 
Alpha and Omega be, 
End of faith, as its beginning, 
det our hearts at liberty. 


3 Come, Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive, 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave. 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve thee as thy hoſts above, 
Pray and praiſe thee without cealing, 


Glory in thy precious love. | 
. Finiſh then thy new creation, | | b 
Pure unſpoted may we be, 
Let us ſee thy great ſalvation, 
. . y thee; ha 
d from into glory, 
Till A heav? 2 take our place, 
Till we caſt our crowns. before thee, 


Seca wonder, love, and praiſe, 


HYMN LVII. 


The Day of Eſpouſals. 


DWEET was the hour, the minutes ſweet, 
When beloved me did meet, 
His death to evidence: 
y heart, which wounded was before, 
N he bound; therein did pour _ 
- Love's healing quinteſſence,  - 


2 Desth's heritage he then laid waſte, 
898 calm'd each ſtormy furious blaſt, 
 _ cancell'd all my fins; 


- „ 
7 „ 
2 4 8 * * * 
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pPlacing his eroſs before my eyes, 
«© Look to me, and be ſav'd,“ he cries, 
From death thy life begins. | 


LESS 
0 


g Sweet was the feaſt my heart enjoy'd, 
I ate, I drank, nor was I cloy'd, 
For more I thirſted ſtill: 
Here let me ſtay, I longing pray'd, 
Sure this is Achor's vale, I ſaid, 


R * K 
= 
- *% : a Y 2 1 » 
OOO no oe Er ney rey 


Or holy Tabor's hill. 
4 His left hand under me was plac'd, 
And his right hand my ſoul embrac'd, 
His kindneſs ſweet did prove : g 2 
Safely I fat beneath his ſhade, ba JF 
_ Qans round my ſoul he overſpread „ 8 
£ His canopy of love. " 3 


5 I ſung, aſſur'd of Jes v „ ore, wa fri Þ 3 
Refreſh'd with manna from above, 
For fleſh no more I cry'd::  - -- 
Warm'd with the ſun's enliv? ning beams, . -—-_ --f 
J laid me down at Shiloh's ſtreams, Tc... + 25500 
Content and . LEP * 5: 


Os MESS 
6 Untouch'd by Satan's envious crew. 122 mY 
Upon my fleece, like drops of dew, „ 
His free grace did deſcend: r 


Strangers i in vain attempt to tell 
The joy immenſe, unſpeakable, 
I found in Chriſt my friend. TY 
> freed from bondage, I did "a Pe 
The ſweets of his redeeming love, 
And baſk'd in ſunny beams: 
In this ſweet frame may I rejoice, 
[ S.till hearken to my Saviour's voice, 


Still drink thoſe living ſtreams? 3 
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HYMN LVIII. 


CHRIST Precious to a Believer. 


ESUS, I love thy charming name, 
J Tis muſic to my ear; 
ain wou'd I ſound it out ſo loud 
That earth and heav'n might hear. 


Þ Yes, thou art precious to my ſoul, 
5 -- My tranſport, and my traſt; _. 
1 Jewels to thee are gaudy toys, 
== And gold is ſordid duſt. 

3 All my capacious pow'rs can wiſh, 


1 In thee moſt richly meet; 
Nor to my eyes is light ſo dear, 


5 Nor friendſhip half ſo ſweet. 

ö O may thy e ſtill chear my heart! 

: F 2 I And ſhed there! 

3 8 nobleſt balm of all its wounds, 
1 The cordial of its care. 

We: ©: 8 ru ſpeak the honours of thy name 

"IS With my laſt 3 breath; 

3 When ſpeechleſs, elaſ - 1 *r arms; ; 
* My joy in life and En 
ES HYMN Lx. 

55 Praiſe to CHRIS r. 


x NOME. let us join our chearful ſongs, 

With angels round the throne; 

Te thouſand thouſands are their tongues, 
Zut all cheir Joys are one. 


2 ce. Worth the Lamb that d a,” the cry, 
To ef y wb 
„ Wonthy the Lamb, our lips reply, 
For he was ſlain for us. SEAS: 
Mir! 3 . 
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Neve is worthy to receive 
Honour and power divine; 

And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lok bp, for ever thine. 


4 Let all that dwell above the ſky, 
And air, and earth, and ſeas; 

Conſpire to lift thy glories high, 
And ſpeak thine endleſs praiſe. 


5 Let all creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name 
Of him, that ſits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


HYMN LX. 


C4 


TOW heavy is the night, 
That hangs upon our eyes; 
Till Canr with his reviving light, 


2 Our guilty ſpirits dread 
To meet the wrath of heav'n; 
But i in his righteouſneſs array'd, 
We ſee our ſins forgiv'n. 


3 Unholy and impure 


O4 


And breaks the curſed 9 
2 * To bring us near to 9 1 
Fry ſov'reign pow'r, thy healing Sas N 
8 SA i 2 thine 5 blood. 8. 
| vat 75 < 917. 1 F 


CuxISsT our Wiſdom. 


Upon our ſouls ariſe ? 574." 38 


Are all- our thoughts and ways, SD 
His hands infected nature cure, p 
With ſanctifying grace. | 3 
4 The pow'rs of hell agree * 
To hold our ſouls in vain; 8 


_ He ſets the ſons of bondage fre, "of 


P 


-D. if . 
K. * 
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HYMN XII. 
'The Heavenly Shepherd. < 


HE Los p, my Shepherd and my Guide, 
Will all my wants ſupply; 
In ſafety I ſhall fill abide, 
Beneath his watchful eye. 


2 Amidit the verdant flow'ry meads 
He makes niy ſweet repoſe, 

When pain'd with thirſt, he gently leads 
- Where livi ing water flows. 


23 it from his fold I thovghtleſs ſtray, 
K He leads the wand'rer home, 


- 


b 
1 
me. 
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: BW And ſhews my erring feet the way | 
| 8 Where ane cannot come. „ 1 
8p + Tho- bat”ning to the filent tomb, ; 
2 3 And death's dark ſhades appear; ” 
I * Thy preſence, Lon n, ſhall chear the gloom, 
* 


4 And banfſh er 'ry fear. 
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8 No evil can oY foul diſmay, 
While Jam near my Gop; 
1 "IN comfort, my ſupport and ſtay, 
Thuy flaff and guiding rod. 


4 4. * oy 4 + * te. | 
£ bs 
7 


6 Thy conſtant bounties me ſurround, 
1 Amidſt my envious foes ; 

3 "hy favour'd head with gladneſs crown'd, 
My cup with bleſſing flows. 


„ * 


7 Thus ſhall thy goodneſs, love and care, 

= Attend ny 1 days; | 

1 And I-ſhall dwell for ever near 2 
=: My Gov, and ſing his praiſe. r 


ChRfsr's Compaſſion to the Tempted. 
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HYMN IXII. 1 


W 5 joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 


His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 


2 Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 


He knows our feeble frame; _- -:N 
He knows what ſore temptations mean, OO - 4 
For he hath felt the ſame. le | 
3 He in the days of feeble fleſh ads. 
Pour'd out ſtrong cries and tears; 1 \ 
And in his meaſure feels afreſh . Peer Cans 
What ev'ry member bears. Ws ID 
4 He'll never quench the ſmoaking flax, 7 1 
But raife it to a flame „ | 
The bruiſed reed he never breaks, £07 £2" 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt nam. 55 * —— 
; Then let our humble faith addreſs ET, 
His mercy and his pr; _— 14 — 


We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace by ol 1 F 
In the diftreſing _—_ S- 


HYMN IXI. 
"Phil. iv. „ 5 2 


) Ejoice, the Loa d is r 
Your Gop and KING adore; 
Mortals give thanks, and ſing, 
And triumph evermore : | 
Lift up your hearts, lift ap your voice ; 3. TTY 
Roe; IEA I fay, Rejoice. $ 
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2 Jesvs the Saviour reigns, 
The God of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our tains, 
He took his ſeat above: | 
Lift up your hearts, lift u up your voices 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, Rejoice. , __ 
3 His kingdom cannot fail, 
6 „ He rules o'er earth and heav'n; i 
The keys of death and hell 
; Are to. our Jesvs givin: 
Lift. p your hearts, lift up your voice; 
Rejoice; again I ſay, Rejoice. 


4 He fits at You! 8 Le right hand, 


Till all hi ubmit, 
And bow to * command, 


I% 
* 


Lt x A 1 And fall beneath his feet: 


Wo List up your hearts, lift up your voice ; 
e again I ſay, Rejoice. 1 
{76 He all his foes ſhall quell, 

Shall all oy fins . 3 

And ev'ry boſom ſwell 
With p pure ſeraphic joy: 

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice ; 

Rejoice ; again 1 fay, Rejoice. Aa 
in glorious hope, | 


M * the judge ſhall 
2 = e judge come, 
5 5 And take his ſervants up 


To their eternal home : 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' archangel's voice, 
The n of Gop ſhall found, Rejoice. 


HYMN LXIV. 


The Believer's Requeſt. | 


ESUS, the Saviour of my foul, 
I] Be thou my heart's delight; 
: $9 _ Remzin the ſame to me alway, 
My, joy by „ and night. 


1144 
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2 Hungry and thirſty after thee 
May I be found each hour; 
Humble in heart, and happy kept, 


By thy almighty pow'r. 
3 O may I never once forget 
What a poor worm I am; 


From death and hell ded by W a 
The blood of God's dear Lamb. 


4 May thy bleſt Spirit in my heart, 
Speetly diffuſe abroad 
The love of Gov, th' incarnate Gos, 
Who bought me with his blood. 


5 In holy reverence I wou'd 
With all my heart retain, 
Th? atonement made by Jzsv's blood, 
And all his wounds 24 pain. 1 


6 The myſt'ry of redeeming love 
Be ever dear to me; 1 
And may the fleſh and blood of CRIST 
My choiceſt dainty be. 


H:Y MN LXV. 


Deſiring Aſſurance of Gop's Favour 


TERNAL ſource of j joys divine, 755 
To thee my ſoul aſpires:  * 

O could I fay, © The Loa p is mine, 
'Tis all my foul deſires. b fs ONS 


2 Thy ſmile can give me real joy, 
Unmingled, and refin'd ; 
Subſtantial-bliſs without alloy, 
And laſting as the mind. 


3 Thy ſmile can gild the ſhades of woe, 
| Bid ſtormy troubles ceaſe, 
- Noone the fair dawn of heav'n below, 
Ap ſweeten pw. to peace. 
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4 My hope, my truſt, my life, my Load 
Aſſure me of thy love; N 
O ſpeak the kind tranſporting word, 
And bid my fears remove. 
5 Then ſhall my thankful powers rejoice, 
And triumph in my Goo, 
Till heav'nly rapture tunes my voice, 


To ſpread thy praiſe abroad. 
HYMN In. 
The New Covenant ſealed. 


HE promiſe of my Father's love + 

1 Shall fland for ever good.. 
He ſaid, and gave his ſoul to death, 
And ſeal'd the grace with blood. 


2: To this dear cov'nant of thy word, 


* I ſet my worthleſs name 8 
k I ſeal th* engagement to my Loxp, 
= And make my humble claim. f 
"iS 3 The light, and ſtrength, and pard'ning grace, 
And glory ſhall be mine; | 
My life ant ſoul, my heart and fleſh, 
And all my pow'rs are thine. 
5 FN 4 I call that legacy mine own, 
C- 5 Which — did bequeath, 
"Twas purchas'd with a dying groan, 
And ratify'd in death. 


HYMN LXVI. 
Panting after God. 
HO U hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
Whoſe depth unfathom'd no man knows, 
I fee from far thy beauteous light, - 


Inly I figh for thy repoſe. 
My heart is pain'd, nor can it be 3 
At reſt, till it find reſt in thee. 2 Is 


* 
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2 Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 

That ſtrives with thee my heart to ſhare ? 
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of every motion there : 
Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repoſe in thee. 


3 O hide this ſelf from me, that 1 
No more, but Chriſt in me may live! 
My vile affections crucify, 

Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive. 


In all things nothin 8 may I ſee, _ 
Nothing deſire, or ſeek, but thee. 


4 O love, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To ſave me from low-thoughted care: 
Chaſe this ſelf-will through all my heart, 
Through all its latent mazes there; 

: Make me thy duteous child, that J 

F.* Ceaſeleſs may Abba, Father, cry. 


5 Each moment draw from earth awa; 
My heart, that lowly waits thy call, - , - xi 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul, and ſay, a _ 
I am thy Love, thy God, thy All! oy © © = 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, _ 
To taſte thy love be all my choice. 80 


HYMN LXVI. 


After Sermon. 


Jeſu, our Lord, | 
Thy name be ador'd, : 
For all the rich bleſſings convey'd thro? thy word. 


2 In ſpirit we trace, 


Thy wonders of grace, 
And cheerfully join in a concert of praiſe, | 
The Ancient of Days, 1 
His glory diſplays, 5 


225 And ſhines on his choſen with cheriſhing rays. 
—. RE 2... . 
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* The Trumpet of God, T 
Is ſounding abroad. 
The language « of mercy, Salvation chro blood. 


5 Thrice happy are they 
Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the blefings of this goſpel day. 


6 The people Who know 
The Saviour below, 


With barning affection to worſhip him glow. 


This bleſſing be mine, 
Through >a divine 
But, 0 my Redeemer, the glory be thine. 


HYMN LXIX. 
CarisT's Second Coming. 


E comes, he comes, the Judge ſevere, 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near; 
The light'nings flaſh, the thunders roll, 

He's welcome to the faithful ſoul”; 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 


come to the faithful ſoul. 

2 From heay'n, angelic voices ſound, 
Ws _ See the Almighty Jeſus crown'd, 
= CGirt with omnipotence and grace, 


And glory decks the Saviour's face; 


RB; Glory, glory, glory, . glory decks the 
Saviour's face. 


3 Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms for his own; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hall him their triumphant Lord; | 
Hail him, hail him, hail him, hail * hail him 
their triumphant Lord. 


2 a 4 Shout. | 
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4 Shout all the people of the ſky, 
And all the ſaints of the Moft High? 
Our God, who now. his right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns; | 
Ever, eve, ever, ever, ever and for ever reigns. 


5 The Father bleſs, the Son adore, 
The Spirit praiſe for evermore: 
Salvation's glorious work is done, 
We welcome Thee, Great Three in One ; 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 
come Thee, Great Three in One. 


H YMN LXX, 
God's Goodneſs to his N 


PSAL M xXTiii. 

T Lon ſupplies s people's 

Jehovah 45 e 3 a 

In paſtures freſh he makes them 

Beide the living ſtrezm. * 

2 He brings their wand 17 

. When they forſake . 
And leads them, or his, 

In paths of truth 


z When they walk thro? the . 
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— His preſence is their ſtay: + EI — — 
A word of his ſupporting breath 3 | es , 
Drives all their fears away. i WD 
His hand in fight of all their foes 
Doth ſtill their table ſpread, 


Their cup with: bleflings overflows, 
His oil anoints their head. 


5 The ſure proviſions of our Gop, 
Attend us all our days: 
O may his houſe be our abode, 
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H Y M N LXXI. 
An Ack of FalTR. 


Hasaxxvr Ut. 17, &c. 


WAY my unbelieving fear 
Fear Mall! in me no more take place ! 
My Saviour doth not zet appear, 
He hides the brightneſs of his face: 
But ſhall I therefore let him go, 
And baſely to the tempter yield— 
=. Nop—in the ſtrength of Jeſus, no 
; I never will give up my ſhield. 
2 Altho” the vine its fruit deny, 
Is --Altho*-the olive/yield no oil, 


wY 


mie with“ ring fg- tree droop and die, 
n field illude the tiller's toll ; a 
- S 7 32 | e empty ſtall no herd afford, 


. % 
F | PAs 
- ** 


triumph in the Lord, 
The God of — ſalvation praiſe. 


3 e altho? my ſoul remain, | 
And no one bud of grace appear, 
Ne fratt of all my toil and pain, 
But fin, and only fin is here; 
- Altho* and comforts loſt, | 
My blooming hopes cut off 1 ſee, 
E- Yet will I in my Saviour truſt, 
| 5 5 3 And glory that he dy'd for me: 
+.4 In hope, believing againſt hope, 
Jeſus my Lord and God I claim, 
Jeſus my frrength ſhall lift me up, 
Salvation is in Jeſu's name: 
To me he ſoon ſhall bring it 8 
My foul ſhall then 9 the wind, 
on vines of love mount up on high, 
And. leave the world and fin behind. 


— all the bleating race, | 
"Yer w wag 
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HYMN LXXII. 


PRAYER for IB IOUSNESS. 


HO Gov of glorious Majeſty |! 
To thee, Againſt myſelf, to 17887 
A worm of earth I cry: | 
An half-awaken'd child of man, 
An heir-of endleſs bliſs or. pain, 
A ſinner born to die. | 
2 Lo! on a narrow neck of land, 
*Twixt two unbounded ſeas I fand . 
Secure—inſenfible ! _ <3 1 
A point of time, a moment's ſpace, - fs 
Removes me to that heav'nly ** E 
Or ſhuts me up in hell! N 


3 O Goo! mine 1nmoſt ſoul convert! e 


And deeply on my thoughtful heart, 


Eternal things-impreſs! . _ 7922 12 eh 


Give me to feel. their ſolemn weight, | 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 

And *wake to righteouſneſs ! ra b at? 

4 Before me place i in dread arr. 
The pomp of that tremendous day, _ — 


When thou with clouds ſhall come. 


: * - 


To judge the nations at thy bar, 
And tell me, Lord, ſhall 4 be there. 1 
To meet a joyful d, li. +. 
5 Be this my one great bus' neſs here, - . _ - 
With ſerious induſtry „ 
My future bliſs t' inſure! 1 
Thine utmoſt counſel to fulfil, | 
And ſuffer all thy righteous will, „ 
And to the end endure!  - + 8 — 2 
6 Then, Saviour, then my ſoul . 
Tranſported from the vale! to live J 4. 


: ih / 


And reign -with thee above, . A 


Where faith is ſweetly loſt in igt 
And hope. in full ſupreme delight, 7 
55 an * love. yy v 1 N 
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O ITirael, thou has deſtroyed thyſelf; 
” but i in me is thine Help. 


J HEN I'm in bondage, then I ſee 
How rightly this is charg'd on me, 
9 hou haſt thyſelf deſtrey d: 
80 when my Sav'our's love I view, 
And freedom have, I fee tis true, 
Ty help it in thy GOD. 
2 In ev'ry change of mind and frame, 
I dare not thee, my Maſter, blame, 
I know myſelf's in fault; . 
- Thou art the ſame tho? I decay, 
8 And change and turn ten times a day, 
I know thou changeſt not. 


3 A Saviour always thee 1 y 
For ever full of grace and love, 
Whene'er my fin 1 ſee; 
Tho' I myſelf in darkneſs lead, 
And fill my ſoul with guilt and dread 
Thou always ſet'ft me free. 


4 I find my help and ſtrength art thou, 


I far from thee ſhould daily 
But thou in thy dear El an 
Preſerv'ſt me ſtill : O! ftill me keep 
Among thy choſen fellowſhip, 
Till Pm in Canaan's land. 


HYMN LXXIV. 
Following CrrisT, the Sinner's War 
| to Gop. 1 
LESS my all, to heaven is gone, 
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He that I plac'd my hopes upon; 
s track I'fee—and Pl purſue ponds; 
5 The narrow way, till him I view. 
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2 The way the holy prophets went, | 
'The road that leads from baniſhment, 
The King's high-way of holinefs 

I'll go; for all' the paths are peace. 
3 This is the way J long have fought, 
And mourn'd, becauſe I found it not; 
My grief, my burden, long have been, 
Becauſe I could not ceaſe from fin. 
4 The more I ſtrove againſt its pow'r, 

Il ſinn'd and ſtumbled but the more; 
Till late I heard my Saviour ſay, 

Come hither, ſoul, for Tn the way. 

5 Lo, glad I come, and thou, dear Lamb, 
Shall take me to thee as I am: : 

Nothing but ſin I thee can give, 
Yet help me, and thy praiſe I'll live, 

6 I'll tell to all poor finners round, 
What a dear Sav'our I have found; 

I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 
And ſay, Behold the way tg G OD. 


H YM N LXXV. 
The Love of God ſhed abroad in the 
Heart. 


OM E, deareſt Lord, deſcend and-dwell, 
8 By faith and love in ev'ry breaſt; 
Then ſhall we know, and taſte, and feel 
The joys that cannot be expreſt. 
2 Come fill our hearts with in ward ſtrength, 
Make our inlarged ſouls paſſeſs, 
And learn the heighth, and breadth and length, 
Of thine unmeaſurable grace. 


3 Now to the Gop whoſe pow'r can do 


More than our thoughts or wiſhes know, 
Be everlaſting honours done 5 


By all the church, thro' Chriſt his Son. 
ET G HYMN 
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 H'Y.M N . 


Godly Sorrow, ariſing from the Suffer 
ings of CHRIST. 


LAS! cad did my Sav'our bleed, 
And did my Sov'reign die? 
_ Would he devote that ſacred head 
For ſuch a worm as I? 


2 Thy body flain, ſweet Jeſus, thine, 
And bath'd in its own blood, 
While all expos'd to wrath divine 
The glor'ous ſufferer ſtood! 


3 Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity! grace unknown! 
And love beyond degree ! 


4 Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut bis glories in, 
When Gep the Mighty Maker dy'd 
For man the creature's fin! 

«35; Thus might I hide my bluſhing face 


© Whilft his dear croſs appears; 
Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 


And melt my eyes to tears. 


6 But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe; 
Here, Lord, I give myſelf away, 
"Tis all that I can do. 


HYMN LXXVII. 
Salvation in the Croſs. 
H E RE at thy Croſs, my dying God, 


I lay my ſoul beneath thy love, 


Beneath the droppings of thy blood, 
Jeſus, nor ſhall it cer remove. 


Fi . 
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2 Not all that tyrants think or ay, 


. : A g | bn * 
- 


With rage and lightning in their eyes, 


Nor hell ſhall fright my heart away, 
Should hell with all its legions riſe. 


Should worlds conſpire to drive me hence, 
Moveleſs and firm this heart ſhould lie; 


Reſoly'd (for that's my laſt defence) 
If I mult periſh, there to die. | 


4 But ſpeak, my Lord, and calm my fear; 


Am I not ſafe beacath thy ſhade; 


Thy veng'ance will not ſtrike me here, _ 


Nor Satan dares my ſoul invade. 


5 Yes, I'm ſecure beneath thy blood. | 
And all my foes ſhall Joſe their aim; 
Hoſannah to my dying Goos |; 
And my beſt honours to his name. 7 


” at & 


HYMN LXXVIII. 


Repentance flowing from the 


of GoD.-- 3 6b Ms © 


ND are we wretches * alive 5 
And do we yet rebel? | 
"Tis boundleſs, *tis amazing Jove, ; 


That bears us up from hell! 98 


2 The burden of our weighty guile 50 bs 


Would fink us down to flames, FA 
And threatning veng'ance rolls x els 
To cruſh our feeble frames. 


3 Almighty Googneſs cries, Forbear, 

And ſtrait the thunder ſtays: © 

And dare we now provoke his wrath, 
And weary out his grace? 


4 Lord, we have long abus'd thy love; 
Too long indulg'd our fin; 
Our wounded hearts ev'n bleed to ſee 

What rebels we have been, 


5 No 


L HYMNS 


5 No more, ye luſts, mall ya APE 
No more will we obey ; 


- Stretch out, O Gov, thy conqu? ring hand, 
And drive thy foes away. 


H Y MN LXXIX. 


| Repentance at the Croſs. 


If my foul was form'd for wa. 

How ſhould I vent my fighs! 

- Sorrows might then like rivers flow 
From both my ftreaming eyes. 


2 But for my fins my deareſt Lord 


| * on * accarſed SP. 
And groan'd away a dying 
For thee, my foul, for thee: 


3 O ny hate: thoſe luſts of mine 


That crucify'd my Gop, 
Thoſe fids that pierc'd, and nail'd his ffeſh 
Fiaſt to the fatal wood. 


4 Yes, my Redeemer, they ſhall die, 


Thy grace has ſo.decreed, 
Make me. to hate the guilty things 
That made iny Saw our bleed. 


F,. Whilſt wick a melting broken heart, 


My murther'd Lord I view, 
I'd raiſe revenge againſt my fins, 
And flay the murth'rers too. 


HYM N LXXX. 


Look on Him whom they pierc d and 
NFINITE grief! am amazing woe! 
Behold my bleeding Lord! 


Hell, and the Jews, conſpire his death, Legere 
And uſe the Roman Word. . 2 Oh 3 
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2 Oh the ſharp pangs of ſmarting pain 
My dear Redeemer bore, 
When knotty whips, and ragged thorns, 
His ſacred body tore! 


3 But knotty whips, and ragged thorns, 
In vain do I accuſe; 
In vain I blame the Roman bands, 
And the more ſpiteful Jess: 
4 Twere you, my fins, my crnel fins, 
His chief tormenters were; 


Each of my crimes became a nail, 
And unbelief the ſpear. 


5 *Twere you that pull'd the veng ance down, 
Upon his guiltleſs head : 
Break, break, my heart! O burſt, mine eyes! 
And let my ſorrows bleed. 
6 Strike, mighty grace, my flinty ſoul, 
Till melting waters flow, 
And deep repentance drown mine eyes 
In undiſſembl'd woe. _ 


H M N ILXXXI. 
Cunts r's Commiſſion. 
(C happy ſouls, — yu 099, ” Af 
With new melodious ſon * 


Come, render to Almighty 8 | 
The tribute of your tongues. ' 


2 So firange, ſo boundleſs was the love 2 
That pity'd dying men, | * 

The Father ſent his equal Son "Ml 
To give them life again, 


3 Thy hands, dear Jeſus, were not arm'd 
With a -revenging rod, 
No hard commiſſion to perform 
The veng'ance of a Gop. 
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| . all was mercy, 


HYMNS: 
all was Sa | 
' And wrath for Lak the throne, 


When Chiiff on the kind etrand came,” 
And brought falvation down. 


5 Here, ſinners, you may heal your wounds, 
And wipe your ſorrows dry; 
_ Truſt in the mighty Sav'our's name, 
And you ſhall never die. 


6 Make, deareſt Lord, our waiting fouls 
Accept thine offer'd grace, 
Yield to the great Redeemer's love, | 


And give — Father praiſe. 


HYMN LIXXXI.L 


3 and Grace in the Perſon of Chriſt. 


OW do the Lord, a noble ſong; . 
Awake, my ſoul, awake my * 

Hoſanna to th? Eternal Name, 

And alt his boundleſs love proclaim ! 


To See where it ſhines i in Jeſu's face, 


The brighiteſt image of his grace; 
. God, in the perſon of his Son, 
Hath all his mightieſt works out- done. 


3 Grace, tis a ſweet, a charming theme, 
Exult, my ſoul, at jeſu's name 
Ve an dwell upon the ſound; 
Ve heav'ns, reflect it to the — <P 3 


4 O that we all may reach the place 
7 Wha he unveils his lovely face! 
Admire his beauties we behald 1 ' 3 
And ding his name to harps of gold! * ; 
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HYMN LAXXHE!t - 


Our Comfort is in the Covenant* made 
with CHRIST. 


UR Gov, how firm his promiſe ſtandse! 
Ev'n when he hides his face! ; 

He truſts in our Redeemer's hands 

His glory, and his grace! 


2 Then why, my ſoul, theſe ſad complaints, | 
Since Chriſt and thou art one? 
Thy Gov is faithful to his ſaints, 
Is faithful to his Son. 


3 Beneath his ſmiles my heart has livd, 
And part of heav'n poſſeſt; 
I praiſe his name for grace receiv'd, 
And truſt him for the reſt. * 


HYMN IXXXIV. 
Seeking after CHRIS r. 
Thirſt, thou wounded Lamb of God, 


To know the myſt'ry of thy blood: | 
T teach me farther, teach me how / TIE 
To thee alone my ſoul may bow. 


2 Take my poor heart, and let it be | 
For ever clos'd to all but thee; — 
Seal thou my breaſt, and let me wear - , i 
Thy pledge of love for ever there. 6a "2458 

3 How bleſt are they who ſtill abide v7 
Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy bleeding fide, -- 
Who life and ſtrength from thence derive, 
And by thee 8 and in thee live! 

4 How can ie be, thou heay 'nly King, 
That thou ſhould'ſt us to glory bring: 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne, 
And deck them with a weighty crown ! 


5 Ah, 


ul 
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5 Ah, Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought, 

To know the wonders thou haſt wrought: 
Unlooſe _ tongue to tell 
Thy love immenſe, unſearchable. 


6 Firſt-born of many brethren thou, 

To thee, lo, all our ſouls we bow; 
To thee our hearts and hands we'd give, 
Thine may we die, thine may we live. 


H Y M N LIXXXV. 
| 1 
E with me, Lord, where'er Igo; 
1 5 5 Learn me what thou wou'd'ſt have me do; 


Suggeſt whate'er I think or ſay; 
Direct me in the narrow way. 


2 Prevent me, leſt I harbour pride; ; 


Leſt I in my own ſtrength confide ; 
Sbew me my weakneſs, let me ſee 
I have my pow'r, my all from thee. 


323 Enrich me alway with thy love; 


My kind protector ever prove; 
Thy ſignet put upon my breaſt, 
And let thy ſpirit on me reſt, 
4 Aﬀiſt, and teach me how to pray; 
Incline my nature to obey; 
What thou abhorr'ſt, that let me flee, 
And only love what pleaſes thee. 
5 O may I never do my will, 
But thine, and only thine fulfil ; 
Let all my time, and all my ways, 
Ze ſpent and ended to thy praile. 
* | » 
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HYMN IXXXVI. 


PS &'L'M XCill. 


PE ſervants of God, N 
Your Maſter proclaim ; 
And publiſh abroad 
His wonderful name: 
The name all- victorious 
Of Jesus extol; 


His kingdom is zlorious, 


And rules over all. 


*Y ruleth on high, 
hty to. ſave ;- 


And 4 fl he is nigh, 


His preſence we have: 


The great congregation b: 


His triumph ſhall fing, 
Aſcribing Catvation n 
To Jesvs our King. 


Salvation to Gop, 


Who ſits on the dane; 
Let all cry aloud, 
And We. 8 the” Son: 


Our Jesvs's praiſes 


The angels proclaim, 
Fall i\down-on their faces, 
And worſhip the Lamb. 


Then let us adore, 
And give him his right; 


All glory and pow'r, 


And wiſdom and "might: 
All honour-and: blefling, 
With angels above; 
And thanks never- ceaſing, 
And infinite love. 
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HYMN LXXXVI. 
Submiſſion to Providence. 


AK ED as from the earth I came, 
LY And crept to life at firſt, 
So to the earth we ſoon return, 

And mingle with our duſt. 


2 The dear delights we here enjoy, 
And foadly call our own, N 
Are but ſhort favours borrow'd now, 
To be repaid anon. 


3 Tis Gop that lifts our comforts high, 
Or finks them in the grave; 
He gives, and, bleſſed be his name 
=_— He takes but what he gave. 
1 Peate, all our an paffons "=; 
Let each rebellious —_— 
Be filent at his ſoy” reign "will, 
And ev'ry murmur die. 


5 If ſmiling mercy crown our lives, 
Its praiſes ſhall be ſpread; 
And we'll adore the juſtice too 
That ſtrikes our comforts dead. 


H TM N IXXXVII. 


Rejoicing in Hope. 


Y Saviour, my almighty friend, 

When I begin to praiſe; ; 

Where will the growing numbers end, 
The numbers of thy grace? 


2 Thou art my everlaſting truſt, 
Thy goodneſs I adore ! 

Send down thy grace, O bleſſed Lok p, 
That I may "= thee more. 


3 My | 


3 My feet ſhall travel all the length 
Of the Celeftial roads p 
And march with courage in thy ſtrength, 
Too ſee the LoxD my Gop. 
4 How will my lips rejoice to tell 
The victories of my King! | 
My ſoul redeem'd from fin and hell, 
Shall thy ſalvation fing. 
5 My tongue ſhall all the day proclaim 
My Saviour, and my God; 
His death hath brought my foes to ſhame, 
And drowned them in his blood. | 
6 Awake, awake, my tuneful pow'rs, 
With this delightful ſong 
I'll entertain the darkeſt hours, 
Nor think the ſeaſon long. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 
True Faith. 


Love, thou . bottomleſs abyſs ! | 
My ſins are ſwallow'd up in thee; 
Cover'd is my unrighteouſneſs, 

From condemnation I am free; 
Whilſt Jes v's blood thro? earth and ſkies, 
Mercy, free boundleſs mercy! cries. 

2 With faith I plunge me in that ſea; 
Here 1s my hope, my joy my reſt? 
Hither, when hell affaults, I flee: 
I. look into my Saviour's breaſt. 
Away, ſad doubts and anxious fear, 
Mercy 1s all that's written there. 
2 Tho' waves and ſtorms go o'er my head, 


Tho' ſtrength, and health and friends be gone; 


Tho? joys be wither'd all and dead, 
Tho? ev'ry comfort be withdrawn: 


— 
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4 Stedfaſt 
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Stedfaſt on this my ſoul 1 
Father, thy mercy never dies! 


1 4 Fixt on this ground wou'd I remain, 

TDhho', my heart fail, and fleſh decay; 

= This anchor ſhall my foul ſuſtain, 

5 | When earth's foundations melt away: 
Miercy's full pow'r I then ſhall prove, 
Lov'd with an everiding love. 


HYMN XC. 


For the Spirit of Adoption. t 


ATHER, (if thou my Father art) 
Send forth the Spirit of thy Son; 
Breathe him into my penting heart, 
And make me know as I am known; 
Make me thy conſcious child, that 1 
May Father, Abba, Father, cry! 


2 2 0 that the Comforter wou'd come, 
Nor viſit as à tranſient· gueſt: 

'. Bo fix in me his conſtant | ome, 
And keep poſſeſſion of my breaſt, 
nd make my ſoul his loy'd abode, 
The temple of th in-dwelling God! 


3 Come, Holy Ghoſt, my ſoul inſpire, 
Atteſt that Lam born again; 
Come and baptize me, Lokp, with fire, 
Nor let thy former gifts be vain : 
O grant the ſenſe of fin forgiv'n, 
O grant the earneſt of my heav'n. 


4 O give th' indiſputable ſeal, 
That aſcertains the kingdom mine! 
That pow'rful ſtamp J long to feel, 
The ſignature of love divine: 
O ſhed it in my heart abroad. 
Fulneſs of love, of heav'n, of Gop ! ! 


HYMN 
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HYMN XCI. 
A Prayer for GRA 
A H, Lord! how faithleſs is my heart, 
TY How very apt from thee to ſtray! 
| Juſt like a broken bow I fart, k 
And nature ſtrives to bear the ſway 


Was ever one ſo vile, ſo bleſt! 
So foul, yet by the Lamb careſs'd ! 


2 Forbid, O Lord, each vain defire, 
And bind my paſſions to thy crofs ; 
Quench all the ſparks of nature's fire, 
And bid me count my gain but loſs : 
Lord Jeſus, tear each idol down, : 
And *ftabliſh in my heart thy throne. 


3 O let thy grace wipe off my. tears, 
And ſpeak the tempeſt td a calm: 


O warm my heart, and charm my fears, , _ ö 


Be thou a never-failing balm ; — 
The maladies of ſin remove, e 


And fill my ſoul with heav'nly Iore. iN £7 54 


4 Henceforth I'd ſerve thee, if thou it pleaſes 


To gird me with an heav'nly pow'r; | 
' I'd ſing the glories of thy grace 
Till all my pilgrimage be o'er : hb 
With hallow'd fire inſpire my tongue, 

And love ſhall be my endleſs ſong. 


HYMN XCIL 
Phil. iii. 9—9g. 


Of all the duties I have done; 
I quit the hopes I held before, 
To truſt the merits of thy Son. 


H Now 


„ b 
4 


O more, my Gos, I boaſt no more 
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. 1 2 Now for the love I bear his name, 
* What was my Y. gain I count my loſs : 
1 My former pride I call my ſhame, 
1 And nail my glory to his gb. 
| l 3 Yes, Lord, I muſt and will efteem 

: ? "All things but loſs for Jzsv's ſake; 

F O may my ſoul be found in him, 


F And of his righteouſneſs partake !_ 


4 The beſt obedience of m y hands 
Dares not appear before thy throne; 
But faith can anſwer thy demands, 
By pleading what my Lord has done. 


+ KS. YC 4. 4 4000.0 Akdwwes ous 
: F _ 


__ H Y M N XCIIL 
3 PsaLx c. 
3 call” + 


Efore Jenovan” 's awful throne, /* 
Ye nations bow with ſacred joy; 
w that the Lozp is Goo alone, | 
Fle can create, and he deſtroy. 


t 
2 His ſow reign power, without out aid, 
a * Made vs of clay, and form'd us men! ! 
FE! i Add when like wand' ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 
Hue brought us to his fold again. 


7 We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
as the heav'ns our voices raiſe; 

„ And earth with her ten thouſand topgues 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


4 Wide as the world is thy command ; 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, | 
When rolling — _ _ to move. "tro 
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For guilty rebels loſt in fin, _ 3 

And doom'd to endleſs woe. 7 . 2 25 

2— 12 

| JY” > 274 
4 God's only Son, (ſtupendous gacet)” 25 4 
Feorſook his throne above; += 

And ſwift to fave our wretched race, 15 5 

He flew on wings of love. . _ As 7 4 

5 Th' almighty former of the ſkies 2 15 : 
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AND SPIRITUAL SONGS. 


HYMN. XCIV. 


REDEEMING LOVE. 


OME, beavenly love, inſpire my bag 
With" thy immortal flame; _ 
And teach my heart, and teach my tongue, 


The Saviour's lovely name. 7 
2 The Saviour! O what endleſs charms - 
* Dwell is tae bliſsful foan2d?” - 7 * -:JÞ 
Its influence ev*ry-fear difarms, © ,* 4 


And ſpreads ſweeromfort round. y We 


we 


3 Here pardon, life, and Joys divine, | PE 
In rich effuſion flow, EEE. AD 9 
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f 

Stoop'd to our vile abode; 1 EA SLIT? I's 30 
While angels view'd with nn eres I; 7 

And hail'd th” incarnate Go. 5 


* 
1 


D 
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6 O the rich depths of love divine! tk IP, ">a 
Of bliſs a boundleſs ftore:  * © 1 
Dear Saviour let me call thee mine, 7 

I cannot wiſh for more, 


Pom” 


7 On thee alone my hope relies, 4 
Beneath thy croſs I fall ; 5 

My Loa p, my life, my ſacrifice, WM 2 
My ka and my all. 1 * 
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HYMN KXCV. 
ET worldly minds the world parive, 
It has no charms for me; 


Once I admir'd its trifles too, 
But grace has, det me 1555 


2 Its pleaſures now no longer pleaſe, 
No more contene afford ; 
Far from my heart be joys like theſe, 
Now I have known the Lon o. 


As by the light of oni day, 
4 T eee em," 
fures fade aways 


So earth] 
When Jesus is ; reveal'd. 


4 creaturez no more divide my choice, 
I bid them all depart; 


His name, and love, and gracious Voice, 
Have fad my roving heart. 


5 Now, LoxD, I would be thine aloge, 
And wholly live to thee; - 
But may I hope that thou wilt oven 
A wank worm like me! 


5 Yes, tho” of ſinners Pm the worſt, 
I cannot doubt thy will ; 
For if thou had*ft not lov'd me firft, 
I had refus d thee fill. 


HYMN xcvl. | 
CHRISTIAN LOVE. 


1 party names no more 3 
The chriſtian world o'erſ; ow 
Gentile and Jew, and bond an = 


Are one in CHRIST their head. 


, Among 
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2 Among the ſaints on earth 
Let mutual love be found; 
Heirs of the ſame inheritance, 
With mutual bleſſings crown'd. 


3 Let envy and ill-will 
Be baniſh'd far away; 
Thoſe ſhou'd in ſtrĩcteſt friendſhip duell, 
Who the ſame Lord obey. 


4 Thus will the church below 
Reſemble that above, ; 
Where ſtreams of pleaſure | ever flow, 
And ev'ry heart 1: 1s love. h 


H Y M N xcvnl. 


THE SAME. 
ES U, Lon p, we look to thee, 


Let us in thy name agree; 
Shew thyſelf the Prince of Peace, 
Bid all jars for ever ceaſe. 

2 By thy reconciling love : 
Ev'ry ſtumbling- block remove; 
Each to each unite, endear; 
Come, and ſpread thy banner here. 

3 Make us of one heart and mind, 
Courteous, pitiful and kind, | 
Lowly, meek in thought and word, 
Altogether like our Lo o. 


Let us each for other care, 
Each another's burden bear; 

To thy church the pattern give, 
Shew how true believer's live. 


5 Let us then with joy remove 
To thy family above. 5 
On the wings of angels fly, . 
e how true believers die. 
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HYMN XCvIII. 
The Goodnefs of Gov. 
8 WEE T is the mem' ry of thy grace, 
My God, my heav'nly King! 
Let age to age thy righteouſneſs. 
Is ſounds of glory fing. ; 
2 God reigns on high but not confines 
His goodneſs to the ſkies > | 
Thro' the whole earth his goodneſs ſhines,. 
And ev'ry want ſupplies. 


J With longing eyes thy creatures wait 


On thee for daily Tood ; 
Thy lib'ral hand provides them meat, 
And fills their mouths with good. 


4 How kind are thy compaſſions, Loxp! 


How ſlow thine anger moves ! 
But ſoon he ſends his pard*ning word, 
To chear the ſoul he loves. 


5 Creatures with all their endleſg#rate, 


Thy pow'r and praiſe-proclath: 
May we, who taſte thy richer'grate,. 
Delight to bleſs thy name. 


HYMN Ack. 
The Good. Fight. 


Mnipotent Lord, = 
My Sav'our and King, 
- Thy een ˙· ++ 
Thy right'ouſneſs bring; 
Thy promiſes bind thee 
Compaſ#on to have, 
Now, now let me find thee. 
- Almighty to ſave. 


8 _ _ His preſegce ſhall fly; 
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Rejoicing in h 
And 4 
To thee J look u | 
For certain 1e 
I fear no denial, 
No danger I Rur, 
Nor ſtart from the wyil 
While Jeſus 1s near. 


I every hour 
In jeopardy ſtand, 
But thou art my por, 
And holdeſt my hand; 
Whilſt yet I am calling, 
Thy Tees I feel, 
It ſaves me from falling, 
Or plucks me from hell. 


For God is above b 
Men, devils, and fin; ; 
And Jesvus's Jove a 
The battle ſnhall win: 
So terribly glorious 
His coming ſhall be, 
His love all victorꝰous i 
Shall conquer for me. 


He all — break due. 
His truth and his grace 
Shall bring me into 
The plentiful place; 
Thro' much tribulation, 
Thro' water and fire, 
Throꝰ floods of temptation, 
And flames of defire.. 


On Ixsus's . 
Till then I rely, 
All evil before 


"Tis 


| - HYMNS. 
*Tis thro? my dear Sav'our 
My fear ſhall depart, 
And Jeſus for ever 
Shall reign in my . 

| 

1 


A N for Faith. 


ATHER, I Srvich my hands to thee, 
No other help I know : 


If thou withdraw thyſelf from me, 
Ah! whither ſhall I go! 


| 2 Whar did thy only Son endure 
. Before I drew my breath ! | 
What pain, what labour ta ſecure 
5 My ſoul from endleſs death! 


3 0 Jzsv, could I this believe. 

EH © I now ſhould feel thy pow'r; - 

= Now my poor ſoul thou would'ſt retrieve, 
—_ Nor let we wait one hour. 
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4 Author of Faith, to thee I lift 
My weary longing eyes; 
O let me now receive that gift + 
My ſoul without it dies. 


5 Surely thou can'ſ not let me die! ' 
O ſpeak, and I ſhall live! 
O may I thus unweary'd lie 
*Till thou thy ſpirit give I 


6 The worſt of ſinners would W 
Could they but ſee thy face: 
O let me hear thy quick ning voice, 
And taſte thy 2 grace. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CL 
Faith in CurisT. 
OW ſad our ſtate by nature is 
Our fin how deep it ſtains! 


And fatan binds our captive ſouls 
Faſt in his laviſh chains. 3 


2 But there's a voice of ſov'reign grace 

Sounds from the ſacred word: | 

Ho! ye deſpairing ſinners, come, EM 
And truſt upon the Lord. 5 


My ſoul obeys the almigh cal, 
9 And T this relief; T. 


I would believe .thy promiſ , gerd! 
Oh help my unbelief! 


4 To the bleſt fountain of thy blood, 
Incarnate Goo, I fly; 

Here let me waſh m potted ſoul. 
From crimes of 2 dye. 


5 Stretch out thy arm, victor'ous Ring, | 
My reigning fins ſubdue: © *© 
Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew. 


6 A guilty, weak, and helpleſs warm, 
Into thy arms I fall ; 


Be thou my ſtrength and righCouſneſs, 
My — and my all. 


IxcONSTAN CY. 
ORD Jesv, when, when ſhall it be, 
That I no more ſhall break with the! 


When will this war of paſſions ceaſe, 
And my free ſoul enjoy thy — 0 


Here 
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2 But in 
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2 Here J repent, and ſin again; 
Now I revive, and now am ſlain ; 
_ Slain with the ſame unhappy. dart, 
Which, Oh! too often wounds my heart. 


3 O Saviour, when, when ſhall I be 
A garden ſeal'd to all but thee ? 
No more expos'd, no more undone, 
But live and grow to thee alone ? 


4 Guide thou, O Lord, guide thou my courſe, 
And draw me on with thy ſweet force : 
Still make me walk, ſtill make me tend. 

By thee my ways to thee 7 _—_—— 


HYMN CiII. 


Excellency of CHRIS r. 


ATURE with open volume ſtands, 
To ſpread her Maker's praiſe abroad; 

* of his hands 

mething worthy of our God. 


grace that reſcu'd man, 
His brighteſt form of glory ſhines ; 
Here on the croſs tis faireſt drawn 
In precious blood, and crimſon lines. 


\4 Here his, whole name appears compleat, 
Not wit can gaeſs, nor reaſon prove, 
Which of the letters beſt is writ, 
The pow'r, the wiſdom, or the love. 


4 Here I behold his inmoſt heart, SO 
Where love and veng'ance ftrangely join: 
Piercing his Son with ſharpeſt ſmart, 
To make the purchas'd bleſſings mine. 


. O the ſweet wonders of that croſs, 
Where Gop the Sav'our lov'd and dy'd! 
Her nobleſt life wy ſpirit draws 
From his dear wounds — bleeding ſide. 


And ev 


A 


811 I would 


7, * 
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6 I would for ever ſpeak his name 
In ſound: to mortal ears unknown: 
With angels join to praiie the Lamb, 
And as bs at his heav'nly throne. 


HTN CIV. 


Deſcription of Caxisr. 


OME, worſhip at Emanuel's feet, 
See in his face what wonders meet ! 
Words are too feeble to expreſs 
His worth, his glory, 'or his grace. 


2 Is he our head? each member lives, 
And owns the vital pow'r he gives: 
'The ſaints below, and ſaints above, 
Join'd by his ſpirit, and his love. 


3 Is he a vine? his heav'nly root 
Supplies the boughs with life and fruit: 
O let a laſting union join 
My ſoul, the branch, to Chriſt, the vine! 


Is he a rock? how firm he proves! 

The rock of ages never moves; 

But the ſweet ſtreams that from him flow, | 
| Attend us all the defart thro”. 


5 Is he a ſun? his beams are - 
The courſe he runs is joy an peace; 
What healing in his wings appears 
To chaſe our clouds, and dry our tears ! 


6 Nor earth, nor air, nor ſun, nor ſtars, 
Nor heav'n his full reſemblance bears: 
His beauties we can never trace, 


Till we behold him face to face. 


ix” HYMNS 


HYMN CV. 
Breathing after CrrisT. 


I > from my thoughts, vain world be gone, 
Let my religious hours alone: 
— Fain wculd I now my Sav'our ice, 
I wait a vifit, Lord, from thee. 
2 My heart grows warm with holy fire, 
And kindles with a pure deſire ; 
Come, ſweet Redeemer, from above, 
And feaſt my ſoul with heav'nly love. 
3 The trees of life immortal ſtand, 
In verdant rows at thy right-hand, 
And in ſweet murmurs by thy ſide, 
Rivers of bliſs perpetual glide. 
Haſte then, but with a ſmiling face, 
And ſpread the table of thy grace : 
Bring down a taſte of truth divine, 
And chear my heart with ſacred wine. 
5 Bleft Jesv, what delicious fare! 
How rich thy entertainments are ! 
Never did angels taſte above 
Redeeming grace and dying love. 
6 Hail, great Immanuel, all divine, 
In thee thy Father's glories ſhine ! 
Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt one, 
That eyes have ſeen, or angels known 


HYMN CVI. 
The Church a Garden. 
I'ON's a garden wall d around, 
Choſen, and made pesaliar ground, 
A little ſpot inclos'd by grace 
che world's wide wilderneſs. 


: 
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2 Like ſpicy trees believers ſtand, 

Planted by an Almighty hand, 
And all the ſprings in Zion flow 
To make the rich plantation grow. 


3 Awake, O heav'nly wind, and come, 
Blow on this garden of perfume, 
Spirit divine, deſcend and breathe 
A gracious gale on plants beneath. 


4 Make our beſt ſpices flow abroad, 
A grateful incenſe to our Gop ; 
Let faith, and love, and joy appear, 
And ev'ry grace be active here. 


5 The King into his garden comes, 
Well pleas'd to ſmell our poor perfumes; 
And calls us to a feaſt divine, 
Sweeter than honey, milk, -or wine. 


6 Eat of the tree of life, my friends, 
The treaſure which my Father ſends; 
* Your taſte ſhall all my dainties prove, 
And drink abundance of my love.? 

7 Jeſus, we will attend thy board, 
And fing the bounties of our Lord; 

But the rich food on which we live, 
Demands more praiſe than tongue can give. 


HYMN CVIL. 


Cax1sT our Wiſdom, Righteouſneſs, 
Sanctification, and Redemption. 


URIEÞ in ſhadows of the night 
DD We lie, till Chriſt reſtores the light; 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the blind, 5 
And chaſe the darkneſs of the mind. 


I Our 


* HYMNS 


2 Our guilty ſouls are drown'd i in tears, 
Till the atoning blood appears; 
Then we auakg feng deep diſtreſs, 
And ſing, the Lord our Right 'ouſneſs. 


3 Teſus beholds where ſatan. reigns, 8 
Binding his ſlayes i in heavy chains, 
He ſets the pris' ners free, and breaks 
The iron bondage from our necks. 


4 Poor helpleſs worms in thee poſſeſs fs 
Grace, wiſdom, pow*r, and right'ouſneſs; 
Thou art our mighty all, and we 
_ Give our whole lelves, 0 Lord, to thee. 


HYM N CVIIL. 


Heaven begun on Earth. 


YOME. ye. that _ the Lord, 

3 And let your joys be known ; ; 
13 ! in a ſong with ſweet accord, 
While ye furround his throne, 


2 Let thoſe refuſe to ſing, 

| . That never knew our Gop; 

But ſervants of the heav'nly Kiog; 
May ſpeak their joys abroad. 


7.1 The Gos that rules on high, 
That all the earth ſurveys, 
LE Thx rides upon the ſtormy ſky, -, 
3 * And calms the roaring ſeas : Ss 


4 is awful Gop is ours, 
1 be Our. father, and our love: 
= ' Thod wilt fend down thy heavy 1 pow rs, 
5 = Too carry, us above. 1 *al 
5 There wee ſhall ſee thy face, - 

8 And never, never fins WW . 
There from the rivers of thy, grace, 

8 nn endleſs * _ 
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A & 2 2 Rs OD. CONE 
6 Yea, and before we riſe | 
To theme fare ES 7 5 
The thoughts of ſuch amazing bil N 
Should conſtant Joys create. = | 


: 


7 The men of grace have found, 
» Glory begun below; 
Celeltial fruits on earthly/groynd 
From faith and hope may grow. 


3 Then let our ſongs abound; 
And ev'ry tear be dry; _ 
We're marchipg 4hro' manueP' grqund, 
"wm _ worlds'on del — 


s HYMN. ch. 


uſtif ing Ri dieren. 
OTIS OR? 


ONG did 1 my fool in jeſu- 5 form 
No comelineſs or beauty ſee; 
His ſacred name, by others priz'd, 


Was taſteleſs ſtill, and dead to me. $a | 
2 Men call'd me Chriſtiah, and my heart 
On this deluſion fondly.ftay'd; .'.. 
Moral! my hope, my faviour ſelf, 
Till mighty grace the cheat Apa * 


3 Thanks to the hand that wak' d my dream, BT 

'That.ſhew'd. me wretched, naked, 1 F : 
That ſweetly led me to the Rock, 2 

Where all Salvation ſtands ſecure. | , 


4 Glad I forſook my right'ous pride, 0 
My tarniſh'd;” filthy, ſinful dreſs; 
Exchang'd:my loſs away for Chriſt, +. |. 
And find a robe of right' ouſneſs. 1 r 
5 The pure immortal realms above 75 n 
Alone admit the ſpotleſs claim: 
Thankful my ſoul accepts the gift, 
And loves 1 my benefaQor's name. 


1 2 
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6 O haſte, Redeemer, bring the end, 
Let not thy chariot-wheels delay ! 
Remove me from inferior joys, 
Aud heav'n-ward kiſs mv ſoul away. 


HYMN CX. 
It is finiſhed. 
IS finifh'd, the Redeemer fſaid,. 
And meekly bow'd his dying head, 
Whilſt we this ſentence ſcan ; 
Come, ſinners, and obſerve the word, 


| Behold the conqueſt of our Lord 
Compleat for helpleſs man. 


2 Finiſh'd the right'ouſneſs of grace, 
Finiſh'd for ſinners pard'ning peace, 
Their mighty debr is paid: 
Accuſing law, cancel'd By \ blood, 
And wrath of an offend Gop, 

* In ſweet oblivion laid. 


_ ; Who now ſhall urge a ſecond A 
* law no lon ger cau condemn, 
Faith a releaſe can ſhow: 
ice itfelf a friend ap 
The priſon-houſe a white e hears, 
_ Looſe him, and let him go. 


4 O unbelief, injurious bar, 
Source of tormenting, fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 
Where'er thy loud objections fall, 
271 finish d ſtill mall anſwer all. 
And filence ev'ry cry. 


5 Behold, my ſoul, thy Saviour” 5 taſk 
Is finiſh'd juſt as thou would'ſt aſk, 
His merit now embrace 


* 9 . 7 *. 
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Tis juſtice due to Jeſu's name, 
To ground on him a fearleſs claim, 
And triumph thro' his grace. 


6 His toil divinely finiſh'd ſtands, 
But ah, the Pralle his Work demands 
Careful let me attend: n 
Concluſion to my foul be this, 
Becauſe ſal vation finiſh'd is 

My thanks ſhall- never end. 


HYMN xt _Þ 
The Pilgrim's Song. 88 


ISE, my ſoul; and ftretch thy wings, 
Thy better portion trate; TE 

Riſe from tranſitory things 
T*wards heav'n, thy native place; ; 

Sun, and moon, and ſtars decay, . - 
Time ſhall ſoon this earth remove; 

| Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 
To ſeats prepar'd above. 


2 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor ſtay in all their courſe; 

Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun, 
Both ſpeed them to their fource ; 

So the ſoul that's born of Gov, 
Pants to view his glorious face ; ; 

Upwards tends to his abode, 
To reſt in his embrace. 


3 Fly me riches, fly me cares, 
Wazilſt 1 that coaſt explore; 
Plate ring world, with all thy ſnares, 
SBolicit me no more. 
Pilgrims fix not here their home ; - 
Strangers tarry but a night, 
When the laſt dear morn 1s come, 


 They'lf rife to joyful light? 
I 3 
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4 Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn, 
Preſs onward to the prize; 
Soon our Sav' our will return 
Triumphant in the ſkies. 
Yet a ſeaſon and you know 5 | 
Happy ent'rance will be:givin, 
All our ſorrows left below, 
And earth exchang'd for heav'n. | 
HYMN CXI. 
Divine Love. 
DE gone, vain world, my heart reſign, 
Los For I can be no longer thine ; 
A nobler, a diviner gueſt, | 
Requires poſſeſſion of my breaſt. 

2 My Sav'our's title is to all, 
But ah! the room is ſtill too ſmall; 
In vain you tempt my heart to rove, 

A fairer object claims my love. : 
3 At laſt (alas, how late !) I've ſeen 
One lovelier than the ſons of men; 
The chiefeſt of ten thouſand he, 
Proportion all, and majeſty. | 
4 All earthly beauties are but rays, 
Which his bright form more full diſplays ; 
All beſide him muſt diſappear, 
He only good, he only fair. 
5 Saviour, to thee my foul aſpires, 
Wich holy breathings, warm deſires : 
To thee my panting heart would move, 
Q make it undivided love! 

6 How da thy grac'ous ſtreams of light 
Ev'n through this veil refreſh my fight! 
When ſhall my priſon'd ſoul be free, 
To find my all, my heav'n in the! 
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HYMN CXIII. 
Gop our Light in Darkneſs. 


Y Gon, the ſpring of all my joys, 
The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brighteſt days, 

And comfort of my nights : 
2 In darkeſt ſhades if thou a X 
My dawning is begun : hh 
Thou art my ſoul's bright morning ſtar, 
And thou my rifng ſun. 
3 The 3 heav'ns around me ſhine 
beams of ſacred bliſs, 
If Jeſus ſhews his mercy mine, 
And whiſpers, 7 am bis.” 


4 My ſoul would leave this heavy clay 


At that tranſporting word: _ 
Run up with joy the ſhining way, 


To ſee and praiſe my Lord. 
5 Fearleſs of hell, and ghaftly death, 
Pd break thro” ev'ry foe; 
The wings of love, and arms of faith 
Would bear me conqu”ror thro”. 


HYMN cxrv. 


TRE BROOAR. 


x NCOURA'GD by thy word 
Of promiſe to the poor, 
Behold a Towne , Lonp, 
Waits at thy mercy” s door! 1 
No hand, no heart, O Lord, but thine, 
Can help or pity wants like mine. b 


2 The beggars uſual plea 5 
Relief from men to gain, 
If offer d unto thee, 
I know thou would'ſt diſdain: 1 
And thoſe which move thy gracious EH, 
Are ſuch as men wou'd ſcorn to h * $347 a. 
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3 I have no right to ſay, 

5 ＋ hat tho I now am poor, 

Vet once there was a day 
When ] poſſeſſed more. 
Thou know'ſt that from my very birth, 
I've been che pooreſt wret ch on dang 


4 Nor can I dare profeſs, 

As beggars often do, 

Tho? great is my diſtreſs, 

My faults have been but few. 
If thou ſhould'ſt leave my ſoul to ſtarve, 
It wou'd be what I well deſerve. 


5 Twere folly to pretend 

I never begg'd before; 5 | 

Or, if thou now befriend, 

PII trouble thee no more. 
Thou often has reliey'd my pain, 
And often J muſt come again. 


6 Tho! crumbs are much too good 
For ſuch a dog as I, | 
No leſs than Sildren 8 food 
My ſoul can fatisfy. | 

O ! do not frown and bid me po, 

I muſt have aLL thou cas beſtow. 

7 Nor can I willing be, | 

Thy bounty to conceal. 

From others who, like me, 

Their wants and hunger feel. 

Pll tell them of thy mercies ſtore, 

And try to ſend a thouſand more. 


8 Thy thoughts, thou only wiſe, 91 
Our thoughts, and ways tranſcend, | 
Far as the arched ſkies 
Above the earth extend. 
Such pleas as mite men wou'd not bear, 
But Gop recetzes a beggar's Pray r. 
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HYMN CXV. 
The Triumph of Faith. 


EAD of the church W 
H We joyfully adore thee; 

*T1ll thou appear, 

Thy members here 
Shall fing like thoſe in glory. 


We lift our hearts and voices 
With bleſt anticipation, 
And cry aloud 

And give to Gop 

The praiſe of our ſalvation. 


2 While in afliction's furnace, 
And paſling thro”: the fire, _ 
Thy love we praiſe, 
Which knows our days, 
And ever brings us nigher. 


We clap our hands exulting. © 
In thine almighty favour, 

The love divine, 5 

Whic®* male us thine 


Shall keep us thine for ever. 


Thou doſt condu thy le 
: Thro' torrents of . x 
- Nor will we fear, 
Whilſt thou art near, 
The fire of tribulation. 
The world with fin and ſatan 
In vain our march oppoſes; 
By thee we ſhall 
Break thro”? them all, 
And ſing the ſong of Moſes. 
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4 By faith we ſee thy glory 
To which thou wilt reſtore us, 
The croſs deſpiſe 
For that ,high- prize 
Which thou haſt ſet 3 us. 


And if thau count us worthy, ,, 
We each as dying Step nen, 
Shall ſee thee ſtand | 
At Gov's right-hand 
To take us up to heaven. 


HYMN CXVI. 
View of the Croſs. 


HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, 

: On which the'Prinee of Glory dy d, 
My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 

And pour contempt on all my pride. 


2 Forbid 1 it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, 
| Save in the death of Chrift, my God; 
All the vain things that charm me _, 
Pd facrifice them to his Blood. 


3 See from hiz-head, his hands, his guet, 
Sorrow apd love flow) mingled down! 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown 4 


4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall : 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 


Demands my ſoul, * life, my all. 
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HIT. 
Doubts ſcattered. | 
TExce from my ſoul, ſad thoughts, be. gone, : 
And leave me to my joys; 


My tongue ſhall triumph in my Gop 
And make a joyful noiſe. 


* Darkneſs and doubts had veil'd my mind, 
And drown'd my head in tears, 
Till ſov'reign grace, with ſhining rays, 
DiſpelPd my gloomy fears. 


3 O! what immortal joys I felt, 
And raptures all divine, 
When Jeſus told me, I was his, 
And my beloved mine. 


4 In vain the tempter frights my foul, 05 
And breaks my peace in vain; 7 
One glimpſe, dear Saviour, of thy face, 
Revives my Joys again, 


H Y MN. CXVIIL 
Dieſiring to love. 
OME, Lord, and help me to rejoice, 
In hope that T ſhall hear thy voice, 
Shall one day ſee my Gop; 2 
Shall ceaſe Fas 4 all my ſin and ſtrife, 


Handle and taſte the word of li le, 
And feel the ſprinkled blood. 


2 I ſhall not always make my moan, 
Or worſhip thee a Go unknown ; 3. 
But I ſhall live to prove 
Thy peoples rel, thy faints deli oh,” eds 
"—_ we fe gth, and breadth, and _ and neight 


Of thy redeeming love. 


Rejoicing | 
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3 Jos. no right tõ ay, 


now am poor, 
755 1 he 'was a day 
11 0 eſſed —＋＋ 


h on Earth. * 
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The She great 0 


My faults Ack 8 der 2 "ah 
If thou ſhould'ſt leave my foul to ſtarve, 
Tt wou'd be what I well « elerve.. 9 
5 *Twere folly to pretend 
| I never begg'd | ores... "2 
Or, if thop naw befriend, 1 20 
PII trouble thee no more. 

Thou often las reliey*& my pain, 

And often I muſt come again. 
6 Tho” crumbs are much. too got 
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«8 [can fatlsfy 2 
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I malt bye AL thou cat — 
7 Nor can L. willing be; - 
Thuy bounty to conceal 8 
From others Who, like me, 3 


Their wants 5 and hunger feel. 

P11 tell them of thy 'mercies ors. 
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, And. try to ſend a thoulapd 

8 Th y.thoughts,. £7 OI 
Our thoughts, and ways 1 
Far as the arched ies 1 
Above the earth extend. 
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HYMN cxv. 


The Triumph of Faith. 


He of the chureh Siumpbant! 
yfully adore r 3.2% 2 


Till — appear, 
Thy members here Fes 
Shall fing like thoſe in glory. 


With bla anticipation, 
1 anticipation, 
aloud 
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25 And ever brings us nigher. 
We'elap our handy exulting,, . 
ta thine almighty, 

e love divin 


favour,.:. algv 45 75 a 
W "made us thine x 
Shall keep us thine for ever. 
3 Thou doſt conduct th le 
Thrg torrents of D 2 
„Nor will we fear 
Whilſt thou art near, 
The fire of tribulation... 
The world with ſin and ſatan 


Ta rain ovr eee 


By thee we ſh 
Break thro? them all, 
And ſing the ſong of Moſes. 
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4 By faith we ſee thy glory 
To which thou wilt reſtore us: 
- "The rag 3 
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ſt ſet before us. 


dendrite aur 
We each as. dying * 47 * N 


Ste 
Shall ſee thee-ftand. . 2 
At Gop's rightzhand Fr 0 ww U 


To take us up heaven. 
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H T MN. NI. 
View, the 1 20 1 


HEN- T ſurvey the woifd'rous croſs, 
On which the Prinee of Glory dy d, 
5 "My richeſt gain Fcomt but loss, 
And pous contempt on all my . 


— Sou”. ax yp 
= -2 Forbid 1 its Lord, "that I mould bo 


Save in the death? fCbn it, 527 God 
All the vain things'that charm'm me al. 
Pd facrifice them td his Blyod.. 


>; fee-Gom hiodwodchir kimdo.qdic feet, 


Sorrow apd love fl mingled down? . 
Did cer 24 love an a 


Wmeet, 
Or thorns compole ſę 1 5 crown? 


4 Were the whole real e 
That were a far too ſmall: 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 


Demands e 7 = oy: all. 
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| 2 I ſhall not always make my moan, - 


1 Darkneſs and doubts had veil'd my mind; 


4 In vain the tempter frights my'4 foul, - 


"AND SrikITuAIH Sowes. 


7 „tee ers nfo 
n Rn 
: Doubts, ſcattered: .; ages 


H from my ſdul, fac thoughts, be gone, - 
And leave me to my y: joys 5:; te 

My tongue ſhall trium mph. i in my gens 1. 1 
And make a joyful noiſe... - 1 5 
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And drown'd my head ia am, 5 30 
Till ſov'reign grace; with mining rays,” 7 
Diſpell'd my gloomy fears. hg ob | 
3 O! what immortal joys I felt. 
And raptures all Wine, OE 


When Jeſus told me, I was his, 
And my beloyed mine. 
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And breaks my peace in vain; — 55 E: ow 8 
One glimpſe, dear Saviour, of thy facks : 0 $125 «50 
Revives my Joys fe aye: b eb 20 +: 
3 n M cxvin. oo 
Deſiring to love. =; 
YOME, Lord, and hejp me to rejoice, 


In hope that 1 mall Rear thy voice. 
Shall one Ra ho my Goos; 2 14 

Shall ceaſe — my ſin and ſtrife, 2 

Handle and taſte e Wörd of lee,. p< | 
And feel the fprinkted 1 Dae 7 + SE 
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Or worſhip thee a Gon unknown; 
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I | Rejoicing now, in 
| 3 the land below ; 
| Rivers of milk and honey 


riſe, 


Favour'd with Gop's 
- With ev'ry bleffing 


And everlaſting reft.. 
$ O chat T might at 


No more on this ſide „ 


But now the land poſſeſs; 
This moment end my legal years, 


o 


i 


4 5 8 An bowling 
+ 0 Now, O my Joſhua, bring * 
Caſt out thy foes, the inbred ſin, 
3 | FI = carnal _ — 3 
. * ' purchaſe dea vide, 
g * And, O, with all 1 
Sie ele love. . = 
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. * 
* 
5 - 


SM 


a / 


Y 

issn are the ſons of Gov, 

EE - _ I'D They are bought with Chrift's un oed; 
5 bey are ranſom'd from the grave, 

=: Life eternal they ſhall have. 

VB . 2 Gop did love them in his : ny 

a Log before the world is. uh 

4 ; — They the ſeal of this receive 


on « on * they believe. 


in earneſt f 
and from the mountain top 


Aud al the fiuite of Paradiſe. 
In endleſs plenty grow. 
5 4 A land of corn, and wine, and oil, 
Fa ſmile, 
| leſs'd ;: "BYE 
There duelle the Lord our — | 
And keeps his own in perſes *. 


HYMN CXIX. 
Privileges of God's Children. 


Sen. and fins, and een a 
wilderneſd. 


ap 4 | $4 


3 They are juſtify d by grace, _ 
They enjoy a lid peace; 8 
All their fins are wal away, IN AS 


r 


de hl fan in Gs gon Go. We 
4 They produce the fruits of ll 2- - 
2 In the works of righteouſneſs; e 
They are harmleſs, meek, and den. ny 
Holy, humble, undefiFd. has | 
5 They y are lights upon tho ati... IR. 98 2 
Children of a heay'nly birth;  _ _ 


Born of Gov, they hate all in, Te ik TY 

God's pure ſeed remains within. 
6 They have fellowſhip with Gop, W ik 
Thro' the Mediator's bloody << - 73 
One with Gov, with Jeſus tec i 548 © 2 
| Glory is in them begun. 
© 7 Tho' they ſuffer much on ww 
2 Strangers quite to this world's mirth, 


Yet they have an inward joy, 
Pleaſure which can never — _- "j 


- They alone are truly bleſt, 3 £ 4} 
Heirs of Gov, Kn "ith Cin: + 
With them number'd may we be 5 $92 


Here, and in eternity: 


HY MN c&X˖ 


1 Rightouſich. 


ESU, thou art my right'ouſneſs, 
For all my fins were thine 
Thy death hath bought of Gop my peace, 
Thy life hath made him mine. 


2 Spotleſs and juſt in EE I am; 


I feel my fins forgiy'n : A 
I taſte fatvation, in thy name,  _ Eõ2 
a . - | And antedate C 


e nel ſhall be-. 5 
__ Cloſeto eh. bleeding > 
1 This is my hope, and all my plea, *. 
— For me the Sav' our N 


4 My dying Saw our, and my G05 

Fountain for guilt and f ſin, 

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanſe, and whos me clean. 


"> Waſtr me, and ſeal me thus thine own, 
. Waſh me, and mine thou art; 
Waſh me, but not my feet alone, 
My hands, my bead, my heart. 


6 Th' atonement of thy blood apply, 
Till faith to ght improve; 
Till hope in full fruition die, 
And all my ſoul is love. 


HYMN Cxxl. 
They crucified Him. 


. Give, what haſt thou done! 
Th' immortal God hath dy'd for me: 
. be Father s Co- eternal Son 
Bore all my ſins upon the tree: 
Th Immortal God for me hath dy'd; 
My Lord, my Love, is crueifyd! 


2 Behold him, all ye that paſs by. 
Tue bleeding Prince of Life and Peace | 
Come ee, ye worms, your Maker oe, | 
And fay, was ever grief like his! 
' . Come, feel with me his blood apply'd, 
My Lord, my Love is crucify'd ! 


3 Is crucified for me and you, Ti 
To bring us rebels back to Gop : 


"Int we are bought vith Jeſu' 5 blood; 


8 
8 
> | ” 
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| 5 4.4 Purvis: 
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Believe, believe the record true, 41 ; 
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. 
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AND, Si SoNGs. | 


Pardon. and. life flow from his fide: _ _. 73 
My Lord, my Love, is crucify'd! 4.45. 


4 Then let us fit beneath his croſs, 
And gladly catch the healiflg ftream ; 
All things for him account but loſs, 

And give up all our hearts to Kun ; 
Of nothing ſpeak or think beſide :- | 
My Lord, my Love, is rr ! 
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HYM N CXXII. 
Pardon brought to our Senſes. 


ORD, .how diving thy comforts are! 
How heavenly is the place, 
Where Jeſus ſpreads. "the ſacred feaſt 

Of his redeeming grace! — 

2 There the rich bounties of our Bop... + r 

And ſweeteſt glories ſhine; _ wk 7 {Ig 
There Jeſts ſays, that I am his, 
And my Beloved's mine. . 
3 Here, (ſay s the 1 1 
And eb his wounded ge} 15 - 32-26 
See here the ip ing of all your Joys,” 2 
That open'd when I died. ' 


4 He ſmiles, 'and chears my om ok 
And tells of all his pain; W | 
All this, ſays he, I bore for thee, Fey 5 
And then , ſmiles again. +a; | 
5 What ſhall we pay our heavenly Ring! 
For grace fo vaſt as this ? * 

He brings our pardon to our eyes, 8 
And ſeals it wich a „ 0 ä 
6 Let ſuch amazing loves as theſe DES 
Be ſounded all abroad TE A. 
Such favours are beyond degrees, So tes 
And hear of a Go. „„ 


6 * 
* » 14 
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1 1 M Ns 
3 7 To him that watt'd us in his blood 


Be everlaſting praiſe, 


Salvation, honour; glory, er, 
— Eternal as his days 4 * ; 


H Y M N cxxIII 


Divine Love making! a Feaſt, and calling 
42 * in the Gueſts. 


OW ſweet and awfal is the place 
- With Chriſt within the doors, 
While everlaſting love diſplays 


The choiceſt of her ſtores. 
2 ere l 
_ With foft compaſſion rolls: 
1 | Here peace and pardon, 1428 with blood, 


Is food for dying fouls. 
£] While all our-hearts, and. all our fonge, 


4 ; Tack 4 aca Py "far 
bs . ue. WU aumns KY gall, 


Bach of us . with thankful tongues, 
Lord, w hy was La gueſt? 


4 Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there's room? 
When thouſands make a wretched choice, 
And rather ſtarve than come. 


| 5 "Twas the ſame love that ſpread the feaſt, 


That ſweetly forc'd us in: 
Elſe we had ſtill refus'd to taſte, + 


IE: 


* And perih'd i in our fin, e 


6 Pity the nations, O our God, 
OConſtrain the earth to come; 5 
Send thy victorious word abroad, 

5 And bring the e home. 
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. 7 We long to ſee thy churches full, . 
That all the choſen _ —_— 
May with one voice, and heart, 2 foul, AE ö 

Sing thy redeeming grace. 


HYMN. CxXIV. 


The New Creation. 


TTEND, while God's Eternal Son, 
Doth in his glories ſhew: _ 
* Behold, I fit upon my throne, 
l Creating all things new. 


2 . Nature and ſin are away, 
© And the Old A ers... 
My hands a new foundation lay: 


See a new world ariſeln © 
3 Mighty Redeemer, ſet me free N 
From my old ſtate of fin; * 1100 0 
O make my foul alive to thee, 
Create new pow'rs within! . 


4 Renew my eyes, and form my ears, 
And mould my heart afreſh; Io 
Give me new paſſions, joys, - and Feare,. | 
And turn the ſtone to fleſh... e 
5 For from the r ions of the dead, * 
From ſin, and earth, and ben. 3 
In the new world thy s made 
May I for ever dwell 
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HYMN cxxv. 


Invitation of Gainers to OY . 


For a thouſand tongues to ng 
My Great Redeemer's-praile !' -- e 


* — 2 


The glories of my God and TO gy + 54 5 t 
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Ty The triumphs of his grace + — ps 
4 . 85 10 oy 2» 7 3 1 "= 
* * . f % © 7 . SN” Fs - * K 2 aL — * | So, 2 i * 7 9 2 
» x — * 4 2 V 2 3 * 3 8 x 2 a . 3 5 
633 6 Þ4 ; 15 * 2 — 0 | ST < . '* Ny * 1 
72 1 ww 1 " "0 * * 

d "8 7 2 I O-. * % - ö 
. | ” 

% — * 83 6 s 

{ <6, 

4 | 

= 


—T* 


| Din "I Y * de Ys 1 * — 9 - l 
_ Þ wt a. E Y - 18 = * 2 
8 © © 8 
* 1 - - - 5 
F 1 7 _ 1 * * S * 4 „ * = - a | 
7 14 5 5 N H 1 M N S | ; ö . 


2 i 2 * gracleds Maſter, aud my God,” 

| Aſſiſt me to pr roclaim; _ 

"For pread thro? all the earth "FEY 
The honours of thy name. 


3 Jefus,- the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our ſorrows ceaſe; 

"Tis muſie in the finntr's — | 

: _. *Tis life, and health, and peace. 

I 4 He breaks the pow't of: cancell'd fin, "" 
8 He ſets the pris ners free: 

1 Hie blood can make the fouleſt . I 

: His blood avaiPd for me. 

4 He ſpeaks, and liſt' ning to his voice, 

1 Ne hfe the dead receive; | 

I ̃ be mournful broken hearts rejoice, 

1 > ---, The humble poor believe.  - 

1 6 Hear him, ye-deaf, his praiſe, ye dumb, 

= Your looſen'd tongues employ ; 

. Ve blind, behold your Sav our come, 8 
1 And leap, ye lame, for joy. 
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1 Prayer to CRRIS Tr. 


AMB orf Go finners lain, 

n Jo thee I feebly pray, | 

__. Heal me of my grief and pain, | 7 
O take my fins away; | 

W rom this bondage, Lord, releaſe, 

No'longer let me be oppreſt : * 
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And as my days advanc'd, I grew 
A juſter prey for death. 


4 Cleanſe me, O Loa d, and chear my ſoul ; 


With thy forgiving love; 
O make my broken ſpirit whole, 
And bid my fins remove. 
Let not thy ſpirit quite depart, 
: Nor drive — ** th Face ; 
Create anew my vicious heart, 
And fill it with thy grace. 
6 Then will I make thy mercy known 
Before the ſons of men; 
Backſliders ſhall addreſs thy throne, 
And turn to Gop again. 


HYMN CXXXIV. 


Under Temptation. 

ESU, lover of my ſoul, 
J Let me to thy boſom fly, 

hile the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempeſt till is high; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the ſtorm of life is paſt ; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

O receive my ſoul at laſt! 
2 Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee ; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 

Still ſupport and comfort me: 


All 
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"vid di ian. 


4 


Thou of life — * Gan art, 


Midift flaming worlds in theſe ay d, 
With joy ſhall I lift upon my head. 
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All my truſt on thee is ſtay d, 
All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceleſs head 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 
Thou, O CurisT, art all I want; 
More than all in thee I find; 
Raiſe thee fallen, chear the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind: 
Juſt and holy 1s thy name ; 
I am all unrighteouſneſs ! 


Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my fin : 
Let the healin m— abound, 


Make, and keep me pure within 5 


— Freely let me take of thee; 


Riß thou up within my heart, 
Riſe to all eternity! . 


HYMN cxxxv. 


Cukfsr our Righteouſneſs. | 


ESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs, 1 2 
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When from the duſt of death I rife, 

To claim my manſion in the ſkies; 
E'en then ſhall this be all my plea, = 
«« ]Jesvs hath Liy'p, hath pr 'D for me. * 


3 Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great day; 


Fax who ought to my, char ; ſhall lay ? — 
Wn thro” theſe abſoly'd | 


From fin and fear, from guilt and ſhame) 
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4 Thus ABN ARHAM the Friend of God, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood 
Saviour of ſinners thee proclaim 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 


5 This ſpotleſs robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue, 
The grace of Cug15sT is ever new. 


6 O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice, ' 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
Jesvs the Logp our Righteouſneſs, | 


_HYMN CXXXVI. 
The Greatneſs and Goodneſs of Gov. 

TEHOVAH reigns, his throne is high, 
His robes are light and majeſty: : 


His glory ſhines with beams fo bright, 
No mortal can ſuſtain the fight. 


2 His terrors keep the world in awe; 
His juſtice guards his holy law ; 
His love reveals his ſmiling face ; - 
His truth and promiſe ſeal the grace. 


3 Thro' all his works his wiſdom ſhines, . 

And baffles ſatan's deep deſigns; _ 
His pow'r is ſov'reign to fulfill * 
The nobleſt counſels of His will. 


4 And will Jehovah condeſcend 
To be my Father and my Friend! 
Then let my ſongs with angels join 
Heav'n isgſecure, if Gop be mine. | 
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HYMN CXXXVIL 
To Jzsuvs Carist. | 


Thou in whom the Gentiles truſt, - 
'Thou only holy, only juſt, 
O! tune our ſouls to praiſe thy name. 
Jeſus! unchangeable, the ſame! 


Y angels, whilſt to thee they ſing, 
Wrap up their faces in their wing, 
How ſhall we, ſinful duſt, draw nigh 


The great the awful Deity? 


3 Glory to thee, auſpicious Lamb! 
Thou Holy Lord, thou Great IAM; 
With all cur pow'r thy grace we bleſs, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs. 


4 Live, ever 2 Jeſus ! live, 

*. Worthy all bleſſings to receive! 
Worthy on high enthron'd to ſit 
With ev'ry power beneath thy feet. 


HI MN cxxxVIII. 


Redemption found. + 


OLY Lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live, | 
Day and night they cry to thee, 
As thou art, fo let us be. 
2 Fix, O fix, each wav'ring mind, 
To thy crofs our ſpirits bind; Es 
Earthly paſſions far remove, N 
Swallow up our ſouls in love. - FF 
3 Duſt and aſhes tho' we be, 
Full of guilt and miſery; 
Thine we are, thou Son of God, 
Take the purchaſe of thy blood. 


L 2 Boundleſs 


4 Boundleſs wiſdom, pow'r divine, 
Love unſpeakable are thine ; 
Praiſe by all to thee be givin, 
Sons of earth and hoſts of heav'n. 


H Y M N CxxxIX. 


Praiſe to Gov for Creation and Re- 
demption. 


] =: chem neglect thy glory. Logo, 
Who never knew thy grace; 
But our loud ſongs ſhall fill record 
The wanders of thy praiſe. 


2 We raiſe our ſhouts; O Gop, to thee, | 
And ſend them to thy throne ; 
All glory to th United THREE, 

The Undivided ONE, 


3 Twas he (and we'll adore his name) 
That form'd us by 4 word; 
Tis he reſtores our ruin'd frame; ; 
Salvation to the Lon dl! 


4 Hoſanna ! let the earth and Kies- 


Repeat, the Joyful ſound ; 
| Rocks, hills, and vales reflet the voice 
In one eternal round, I 


HYMN CXL. 
Farewell to the. World. 


ORLD, adieu! thou real cheat, 
Oft have thy deceitful charms 
Fill'd my heart with fond conceit, 
Fooliſh hopes, and falſe alarms: 
Now I ſee as clear as day 
How thy follies paſs away. 
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2 Vain thy entertaining ſights, 
Falſe thy promiſes renew'd, 
All the pomp of thy delights _ 
Does but flatter and delude: 
Thee I quit for heay'n above, 
Object of the nobleſt love. 
3 Farewell honour's empty padde, 
Thy own nice uncertain guſt, 
If the leaſt miſchance betide, 
Lays thee lower than the duſt: 
Worldly honours end in . 
ERiſe to-day to- morrow 
4 Fooliſh vanity— farewell 
More inconſtant than the wave, 
Where thy ſoothing fancies dwell, 
Pureſt tempers they deprave; 
He, to whom 1 fly from thee, 
Jesus CHRIST ſhall ſet me free. 
5 Let not, Lox p, my wand'ring mind + 
Follow after fleeting toys, | 
Since in thee alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial joys : 
Joys that never over-paſt, 
Thro' eternity ſhall-laſt. 
6 Loxp, how happy is the heart 
After thee while it aſpires ! 
True and faithful as thou art, 
Thou ſhalt anſwer its deſires ; 
It ſhall ſee the glorious ſcene 
Of thine everlaſting reign. 8 
ITS. CEE. -- 
Complaining of Spiritual Sloth. 
Y. drowſy pow'rs, why ſleep ye ſo? 
Awake my ugoiſh ſoul > my , 
Nothing hath half thy work to do 
Yet nothing half. ſo dull, 
L3 Go 


2 Go to the ants ; for one Poor 
See how they toil and ſtrive! is 
Yet we who have a heav'n t obtain 
How negligent we live? 


8 We for whole ſake all nature ande, 
. And ſtars their-courſes move; 
We for whoſe Mards:the gel bad. 
Come flying from above: 
4 We for whom Gov the 80n came down, | 
And labour'd for dur good; 
How careleſs to ſecure that crown 
_ He purchas*d with his blood! 
"6 Lord, ſhall we lie fo ſluggiſh ſtill, 
And never att dur parts??? 
Come, Holy Dove, from th' hea! nly hill, 
Z And warm our frozen hearts. 
3 6 Give us with active warmth to move, 
2 Wich vig'rous ſouls to rife, 
"of With hands of faith and wings of love 
UP T 0 fy and take the prize. 
5 HYMN cxlIl. 
Providence. f 5 ä 
HEN all thy mereies, O my Gov, 
\ y My rifing foul ſurveys, 20 1 
Why is my 175 — heart not loſt 
In wonder, love and praiſe. 
2 Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſs'd, - 
' Whilft-in the fllent womb J , 
Or hung upon the breaſt. g 
3 To all my weak complaints nad i cries, 
Thy mercy lent an-Ear; 
E'er yet my feeble. thoughts had learn'd - 


To form td in pray r. 
Unnumber'd 


. ag 1 


— 
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4 Udnumters comforts my foul 85 
Thy tender care be n 
Before my infant-heart conceiv'd - 
From whom thofe-comforts flows. 


When thro? the ſfipp'ry paths of th, 
, With heedleſs — 1 | 4 5 25 


Thy arm unſeen convey'& me fafe, 
And led me up to man. 

6 Thro' hidden dangers, toils 2 8 
It gently clear'd my war: 
And thro? the pleaſing ſnares of _ 

More to be fear'd than they. 
7 Thro' all eternity to thee 
A grateful ſong P11 raiſe: 


* 
9 toon — — — 1 _ 


4} 3 , 2 
— . , oCłͥJ0̃ p ‚— 


But G1 eternity*s too ſhort. JS } 
To utter «ll thy praiſe. * 4 
HYMN. CXLIN.” 


4A 


Unfru itfulneſs. 


ONG have I fat beneath Ir £ 
Of thy ſalvation; Lord, 
2; But ſtill how weak my faith is found, 1 
And knowledge of thy 8 Pq 
2 Oft I frequent thy holy place, 11 
Yet m—_ almoſt in VHS 1 "yp 1247 - 
How ſmall a portion of thy grace. 
Can my hard heart retain ? 5 8 


My gracious Sav'our, and my S — 

a How little art thou 7 | 8 
By all the judgments of thy roll. 

And biefings of thy throne? = at 2 


4 'How cold and feeble is my love! * 5 

Ho negligent my fear! „ 
Ho low my hope of joys above? 
22 177 How few affections there! 
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Grgat Gon, thy foy*xeign pow'r _ 

* "T6 give thy wonkereas 3. 180 
Write thy falvation on my —— 
And make me learn thy grace. 


6 Shew my forgetful feet the * 


That leads to joys on high, 


Where knowledge grows without _ 
3 love hall never die. 


HYMN cxtav. 
| Breathing after the Holy Spirit. 


|IOME, Holy Spirit, Heav'aly Dove, 
With all the quick ning pow'rs ; 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love, 
In theſe cold hearts of- ours, 


2 Look how we vel here bel 

Fond of thele earthly Zong ; 

Our fouls how heavily they go, 
To reach eternal joys ! 


3 In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ftrive to riſe; | 
Hoſannahs languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


4 Father, ſhall we then ever ure 


At this poor dying rate? 
Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to thee, 
And thine to us ſo great? 


5 Come, Holy Spirit, Heav'nly Dove, 
Withgll thy, quick'ning-pow'rs ; 
Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, "th 
And that ſhall kindle ours, TIRE MOI 


Ws Sons. "7 


HYMN CXLYV. 
Waiting for the Spirit of Adoption. 


LL glory to the dying Lamb, 
And never-ceaſing praiſe, 

While angels live to know thy name, 
Or men to feel thy grace, 


2 With this cold, ſtony heart of mine, 
Teſu, to thee I flee, - 
And to thy grace my ſoul reſign 
To be renew'd by thee. 


3 Give me to hide my bluſhing face 
While thy dear croſs appears, 
Diſſolye my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 
4 O may thy uncorupted. ſeed. - ) 
. Be ſown and riſe within, 
And thy life-giving word'fotbid' - by 
My new- born ſoul to ſin. | 2 
5 Father, I wait before thy thrun, 
on me * child of «75 5 Sts 
Send down the Spigit of thy Es 
To form my Kart divine, 


5 There ſhed thy promis'd' love „ 
And make my comforts ſtrong: 
Then ſhall I ſay, My Father, 'Gop 1 
With an unwav'ring tongue. 


HYMN CXLYvL. © 


The Witneſſing Spirit. 
HY: ſhould the children of a King. 
3s Go mourning all their days? 
| Great Comforter” deſcend, and bring 
| yp tokens of thy grace ! 
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4 On this glad day a brighter ſcene | 


HY MN. S 


2 Doſt thou not dwell in all - = 

And fel the Heirs of heav'n ? 
When wilt thou. baniſh my complaints, 
Aud ſhew my fins forgiv'n? 


3 Aſſure my conſcience of her part 
In the Redeemer's blood; 
And bear thy witneſs with my heart. 
That 1 am born of Gov. A 


4 Thou art the earneſt of his love, 
The pledge of joys to come; 
May thy bleſt wings, Celeſtial Dove, 
© Safely couvey me home. 


430 


H Y M ow CXLVIL 


On the Lonp' 8 — Dar. 


In concert with the Bleſt, 


ful in harmonious lays 
TR an endleſs reſt. 


2 Thus, Lord, While we remember thee,” 
We bleſt and pious groß :; 
By hymns: of praiſe we learn to be 

Triumphant here below. 


HE Band of Sabbath FP us praiſe 5 


F ad 
- - - 
a 4 . 
2 0 by - - 
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4 


Of glory was diſplay d; | : 

By Gop,. th* Eternal Word, than when ® 
This univerſe was made. | CY 

4 He riſes, who mankind has bought, 
To With grief and pain extreme 2 

| great to {peak the _ from * 

Tab g greater | to oder. 
| HYMN, 


RED Sonos. 131 


HY MN. cXLVII. E Þ 
| Longing foe unis. 1 


Love divine, how ſweet thou art, 
When ſhall I find my longing heart 
All taken up by thee ? | 
O! make me pant and thirſt to prove 
The greatneſs of redeeming love, 

The love of Chriſt to me. 


2 Gop only knows the love of Goos; 2 
O that it now were ſhed abroad  -—+ * | 
In each ſtony heart! = A 
For love Id gh, fe. for love I'd pine, 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part. 


3 O that we could for ever ſit, K 
With Mary at our Maſter's . 1 8 Mor! 
Be this our happy.,choice! | + - - 
Our only care, delight and bliſs, 20 
Our joy, our heav'n on earth, be "RPE 
To hear the Bridegroom's yoice. Pegs 
Thy only love may we require 
5 Nothing on earth beneath deſi re, 
Nothing in heav'n above; 
Let earth, anf all its tries go, 
Give us, 0 Lord, thy love to know, 5 
Sive us ay Pee "OR: Oh $14 


HYMN cxIIx. 


CRRIiST's Paſſion. 5 


E that paſs by, behold the man! 
The man of griefs condemn'd for you! 

The Lamb of God for ſinners ſlain, - © 
FT to Calvary purſue. SEL) 


= - , See 


5” WT Poor ew uo oo 


2 2 See how his back the ſcourge tear, 

While to the blopdy pillar bound! | 

The ploughers make long furrows there, Fo 
Till all his body-is one wound. - 


3 His ſacred limbs tliey ſtretch, they tear, 4+" 
With nails they faſten to the wood E * 
His ſacred limbs expos d and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his blood! 


4 See there! his temples crown'd with thorns ! 
His bleeding hands extended wide ! 

His ſtreaming feet, transfixt and torn ! 

The fountain guſhing from his ſide ! 


eath my load he faints and dies: 
I fill'd his foul with pangs unknown, 

I caus'd theſe mortal groans and cries, 
I kilPd the Father's only Son! 


6 O thou dear ſuff ring Son of God, 
| How doth thy heart to ſinners move! | 
To me apply thy precious blood. Ws 
Grant me to taſte thy dying love. 5 
7 Give me to ſee thine agonies, 
One view of that lay ſight afford; 
That I with thee m . 
And know the fa rings of my Lord 


HYMN. ih: 


The Paſſion and Exaltation of 3 


OME all harmonious tongues, 
% 4 Your nobleft muſic bring, 
*Tis Chriſt the Eyerlaſting Goo, 
And Chriſt the Man we ſing. 


2 Tell how. he took our fleſh 
To take away our guilt, | 
Sing the dear drops of ſacred blood 
That helliſh monſter ſpilt. 


5 


AS, 
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3 Alas, the cruel ſpear 


Went deep into his fide, 
And the rich flood of purple 
Their murth' rous weapons 7. 


4 The waves of ſwelling grief 
Did o'er his boſom roll, 
And mountains of almighty wrath 
Lay heavy on his ſou 


5 Down to the ſhades of death 
He bow'd his awful head; 
Yet he aroſe to live and reign 


When death itſelf is dead. 


6 No more the bloody ſpear, 
The croſs and nails no more; 
For hell itſelf ſhakes at his name, 
And all the heav'ns adore. 


7 There the Redeemer ſits 
High on his Father's throne ; 


And ſmiles upon his Son. 


8 There his full glories ſhine 
With uncreated rays, 


And bleſs his ſaints and angels eyes 


To everlaſting days. 
__HY MN CLI. 


Sufficiency of Pardon. 


The Father lays his veng'ance by, 


WwW HY does your face, ye humble ſouls, 


Thoſe mournful colours wear ? 


What doubts are theſe that waſte your faith, D 


And nouriſh your deſpair ? 


2 What tho“ your numerous fins exceed 


The ftars that fill the feies, 
And aiming at the eternal throne 
Like, pointed mountains riſe ? 
2 - M 


3 What 


% i Worthy i is he that once was ſlain, 


: | 3 Pow'r and dominion are is due, 


7" HYMNS 


3 What tho? your mighty guilt beyond 
The wide creation ſwell, 
And has its curſt foundations laid 
Low as the depth of hell. 


4 See here an endleſs ocean flows 
Of never-failing grace, 
Bchold a dying. Saviour's veins 


The ſacred flood increaſe: 


5 It riſes high, and drowns the hills, 
Has neither ſhore nor bound: 


Now if we ſearch to find our fins, 


Our fins can ne'er be found. 


6 Awake, our hearts, adore the grace 


T rat buries all our faults, 
And pard”ning_.blood that ſwells above 
oy follies and our thoughts. 


HYMN CLI. 


. Cunisr's Humiliation and Exaltation. 


HAT equal honours ſhall we bring, 
To thee, O Lord, our Gop the Lamb, 
Since all the notes that angels ling, 
Are far inferior to thy name ? 


The Prince of Peace that groan'd and dy'd, 
Worth to riſe, and live and reign 
At his Almighty Father's fide. & 2 


Who flood condemn'd at Pilate's bar; 
Wiſdom belongs to Jeſus too, OM 
Tho” he was charg'd with-madneſs- here, 6 


4 Honour immortal muſt be paid r 
Inſtead of ſcandal and of ſcorn, 5 pe. 
While glory ſhines around his head, bong 85 
And a bright crown without , len 22 5 hy 5 
5 
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5 Bleflings for ever to the Lamb 
Who bore our fins, and curſe and pain: 
Let angels ſound his ſacred name, | 
And ev'ry creature ſay, Amen! 


HYMN CLUI. 
CaurisT's Reſurrection. 


ESLS, who dy'd a world to ſave, 
J Revives and riſes from the grave, 
By his almighty pow'r : 
From fin and death, and hell ſet free, 
He captive leads captivity, 
And lives to die no more. 


2 Children of Gov, look up and ſee, 
Vour Sav'our cloth'd with majeſty, *..- 
Triumphant o'er the tomb: 
Give o'er your griefs, caſt off your fears, 
In heaven you manſions he prepares, 4 
And ſoon will take you home. 


3 His church is ſtill his joy, his crown ; 
He looks with love and pity down 
On her he did redemm 
He taſtes her joys, he feels her woes, -Y 
And prays that ſhe may ſpoil her S. 
And ever reign with. him. N | 


| 2 40! may we all from fin awake, 
= Ka May all in heav'n our places take, 
| 7 Near our exalted head ! 
May all our ſouls to heaven aſpire, 
In thought, in will, in ſtrong deſire, 
To carnal pleaſures dead! 
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HYMN CLIv. 

1 3 ANOTHER. 

3 | ＋ HE Sun of Righteouſneſs appears 

1 To ſet in blood no more 

Adore the ſcatterer of your fears, 

Lour riſing ſon adore ! 

2 The Saints when he reſign'd his breath, 

Unclos'd their ſleeping eyes; 
He breaks again the bands of death, 

Again the dead ariſe ! 


3 Alone the dreadful race he ran, 
Alone the wine-pteſs trod; 
He dy'd and ſuffered as a man; 
He riſes as a God! ES, 
4 In vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal 
_ Forbid an early riſe, * 
To him who breaks the gates of hell, 
And opens paradiſe. 55 


HYMN CLYV. 


_ - Cxnris T's Aſcenſion. 
H the day that ſees him riſe, 


— 


Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes 
„Chriſt a-while to mortals giv'n, 
Re- aſcends his native heav'n: 
There the pompous triumph waits, 
Lift your heads, eternal gates 
Wide unfold the Tadiant ſcene, 
Take the King of Glory in.“ 
2 Fee, he lifts his hands above; 
See, he ſhews the prints of love; 
Fark! his gracious lips beſtow 
Bleſſing on his church below : 


Still 


5 — x. 
* 
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Still for us he intercedes, | 
Prevalent his death he pleads; 
Next himſelf prepares a place, 
Harbinger of human race. 


3 Maſter (may we ever ſay) 
Taken from our head to-day; *' 
See, thy faithful fervants ſee, 
Ever gazing up to thee! 
Grant, tho* parted from our ſight, 
High above yon azure height, 
Grant our hearts may thither riſe, 
Seeking thee beyond the ſkies. 


Ever upwards may we move, 
Wafted on the wings of love; 
Looking when the Lord ſhall come, 
Longing, gazing after home ! 
There may we with thee remain, 
Partners of thy endleſs reign; 
There thy face unclouded ſee, | 
Find our heav'n of heav'ns in thee ! 


HY M N CLVI. 
; Infant Baptiſm. 
HUS did the ſons of Abr'ham paſs, 
Under the bloody ſeal of grace ; 
The young diſciples bore the yoke, —_ 
Till Chriſt the painful bondage broke. 
2 i 
2 By milder ways doth Jeſus prove 
His Father's cov*nant and his love; = 
| He ſeals to ſaints his glorious grace, 
And not forbids their infant- race. 
| 3 Their ſeed is ſprinkled with his blood, 
Their children ſet apart for Gos; 
His ſpirit on their offspring ſhed, 
Like water pour'd upon the head. 
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4 Let ev'ry ſaint with chearful voice 

In this large covenant rejoice ; 

Young children in their early days, 12 
Shall give the Gop of Abr'ham — 


HYMN CLvn. 
Adult Baptiſm. 
ESCEND, Celeſtial Dove ! 

In every boſom dwell ; 


| Upon the preſent water move, 
While we the influence feel. 


2 Anoint with holy fire, 
Baptiſe with purging flames 
This ſoul, and with thy grace inſpire, 
In ceaſeleſs living ſtreams. 

Thy heav'nly union give, 

, Thy promiſe, Lord, Fra 
Give pow'r thy ſpirit fo receive, 

And ſtrength to do thy will. 

4 Thy ord'nance we obey, 

| O meet us in the ſame; 

And with this water now convey 
The virtues of thy name. 


Witneſs to this thy fi 

And grant the inw | 

Let this 15 ſervant rad grace; thine, . 1 
From x Fg depart in peace. : 


HYMN CIVIL 
This is the Victory that overcometh the 
World, even our F aith. 193 


Tell me no more 
Of this world's vain ſtore; 
The time for ſuch trifles with me now 1s o'er. 


2 A country 


- 


— 
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2 A country I've found, 
Where true joys 
To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy ours. 


3 No mortal doth know 
What he can beſtow, 
What light, ſtrength and comfort: Go after him, 
go! 
Lo! onward I move, 
And but Chrift above 
None gueſſes how wond”rous my journey will 
prove. 
5 Great ſpoils I ſhall win 
From death, hell, and fin ; 
Midſt outward afflictions ſhall feel Chriſt within. 


6 Perhaps for his name, 
Poor uſt as I am, 


Some work I ſhall finiſh with glad loving aim. 
7 I fill (which is beſt) | | | | 
Shall in his dear breaſt, ned 4 
As at the beginning, find pardon and reſt.⁵ 
3 And when Im, to die, 5 


Receive me, I'll FR 
For Jeſus hath lov'd me, I cannot oy why. * 295 


But this I do find, 5 05 4 
We two are ſo join'd, 4 
He'll not live i in glory, and leave me behind. 4 


HYMN CLIX. 


We ſeek a Better S. 


OME, let us anew © 
Our journey purſuez .> 
With vigour ariſe, 
And preſs to our permanent place i in the dies. 


* 
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2 Of heavenly birth, 
Though ent. on earth ; 
_-___ Thas is not our place, 
But ſtrangers and pilgrims ourſelves we confeſs. 


3 At Jeſus's call 
We gave up our all, 


And fill we forego 
For Jeſus's ſake our enjoyment below. 
4 No comfort we find 


In the country behind, 
But onward we move, 
And ftill we are ſeeking a country abore. 


5 A country of joy, 
Without any alloy, 
We thither repair ; 
Our heart and our treaſure already are there. 


6 Let's march hand in hand, 
To Immanuel's land, 
No matter what chear 
We meet with on earth, for eternity's near. 


7 Te rougher the way 
The ſhorter our ſtay ; 
The troubles that come 
Shall come to our reſcue, and haſten us home. 
8 The fiercer the blaſt 
I be ſooner tis paſt; 
The tempeſts that riſe 
Shall glorioully hurry our ſouls to the ſkies, 


HYMN CLX. 


Solomon's Song, Chap. ii. verſe 8, &c. 


”—_— voice of my beloved ſounds 
Over the rocks and riſing grounds, 
_ Ofer hills of guilt and ſeas of grief, 
He leaps, he flies to my relief. 


Nom 
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2 Now thro? the veil of fleſh I ſee, 
With eyes of love he looks at me; 
Now in the goſpel's cleareſt glaſs, 
He ſhews the beauties of his face. 


3 Gently he draws my heart along, 
Both with his beauties and his tongue ; 
Riſe, ſaith my Lord, and haſte away, 
No mortal joys are worth thy ſtay. 


4 The Jewiſh wintry ſtate is gone, 

The miſts are fled, the ſpring comes on 3. 
The ſacred turtie-dove we hear 
Proclaim the new, the joyful year. 


5 Th immortal vine of heav'nly root, 
Bloſſoms, and buds, and gives her fruit; 
Lo, we are come to taſte the wine; 
Our ſouls rejoice, and bleſs the vine. 


6 And when I hear my Jeſus ſay, 
« Riſe up, my love, make haſte away y 


My heart would fain out-fly tlie wind, 
And leave all earthly loves behind. | 


HYMN CLXI. 


Verſe 14, &c. 


D Lord, my thankful heart receives 
The hope thine invitation gives: 


To thee my oyful lips ſhall raiſe 
The voice of prayer, the voice of praiſe. 


2 Iam my Lord's, and he is mine; 


Our hearts, our hopes, our paſſions j join: F 
Nor let a motion, or a word, 


Or thought ariſe, to grieve my Lord. 
3 Till the day breaks, and ſhadows flee, 
„Til the ſweet dawning- light I ſee, 
Thine eyes to me-ward ever turn, 

Nor let my ſoul in darkneſs mourn. 
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4 Be like a hart on mountains green; 
Leap o'er theſe hills of fear and fin ; 
Nor guilt, nor unbelief, divide 
My love, my Sav'our, from my ſide. 


HYMN CLXII. 
= Chap. 111, Ver. 2, &c. 
3 Br thou everlaſting King, 


Accept the tribute which we bring; 
thy well-deſerv'd renown, 
Adm wear our praiſes as thy crown. 


2 Let every act of worſhip be 

Like our eſpouſals, Lord, to thee : 
Like the bleſt hour when from above 
We firſt receiv'd: thy pledge of love. 


= E The gladheſs of that FRA day, 

| IN 8 O may it ever, ever ſta 

Nos let our faith Stake its hold, 
Nor hope decline, nor love grow cold! 

| * Each following minute as it flies, | 

Increaſe thy praiſe, increaſe our joys, 

Till we are rais'd to ſing thy name 

At the great ſupper of the Lamb. 


of e24legs ' fx Y M N CLXIII. 


. 4 1 5 | Chap. iv. Verſe 1, &c. 
IND is the ſpeech of Chriſt our Lord, 
Affection ſounds in ev'ry word; 


dc Thou art my choſen one, he cries, 
*« Bound to my heart by various ties. 


8 * Sweet is thy voice, my ſpouſe, to me ; 
II will behold no ſpot in thee.” | 1 
What mighty wonders love performs, 3 
1 That puts a comelineſs on worms ! IP: | 
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3 Defil'd and loathſome as we are, 
Thou mak'ſt us white, and call us fair; 
Adorn'ſt us with thy heawaly dreſs, 
Thy graces, and thy righteouſneſs. 


Nor dens of prey, nor flow'ry plains, 
Nor earthly joys, nor earthly pains, 
Shall hold my feet, or force my ſtay 
From thee: Come, Saviour, come away. 


5 O may my ſpirit daily riſe 
On wings of faith above the ſkies, 
*Till death ſhall make my laſt remove 
To dwell for ever with my love. 


H YMN CLIXIV. 
Behold he cometh, and every Eye mall 


ſee him; and they alſo which pierced bim.— 


(os 

Even ſo. Amen. Rev. i. 7. © 187 
oy 

Ol. he cometh, countleſs trump wy 


Blow before the bloody 3 $244, 125 24 
Midſt ten thouſand faints and Ry IE 175 1 


See the Glorified ſhine, - - - 27 jt 5 4 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah; 7 a7 A 
Welcome, welcome, bleeding bs; 1 
14 ford 5 
2 Now his merit by the harpers - «1323+ of 
| Thro' the eternal deep reſounds, — 2 
Now reſplendent thine his nail-prints, i 12 | ; 4 
Ev'ry eye ſhal ſee his woundes. 
They who pierc'd him, TH» &c. Theys ge. "3 
They, &c. : ; and 3 
Shall at his appearance wail. . 2863 PL Bo SY 
3 Every iſland, ſea and mountain GEO T el 
FF 1 Heaven and earth ſhall away; 3. 4 TRE 
1 All who hate him muſt aſhamed” 44 cl 
EIS I: Hear the trump proclaim the I e 
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Come to judgment, Come, &C. * Come, &c. 
Stand before the Son of Man. 


4 Now who love him view his glory, 
Shining in his bruiſed face; 
His dear perſon on the rainbow, 
_— his peoples head ſhall raiſe. 
Pe mourners, Happy, &c. Happy, &c. 
on clouds he comes, he comes. 


5 ok redemption long expected, 
See in ſolemn pomp appear; 

All his people, once deſpiſed, 

Now ſhall meet him in the air. 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah, 

Now the promis'd Loom? 's come. 


6 View him ſmiling, now determined 
EKuvery evil to deſtroy; 


All the nations now ſhall ſing kim 
Songs of everlaſting joy. 


uickly, 
 Rlleujb, come, Lord, come. 


MY MN CIAXY. 
Breathing after heavenly Things. 


O thee, my God, I hourly ſigh, 

But not for golden ftores ; 

Nor covet I the brighteſt gems, 
On the rich eaſtern ſhores. 


2 Nor that deluding empty joy, 
Men call a mighty Name; 
Nor greatneſs in 1ts gayeſt forms, 


My reſtleſs thoughts inflame. 


'O come quickly, O come quickly, O come 


— 


D 
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3 Nor pleaſure's ſoft enticing charms, 
My fond defires allure ; 
Far greater things than earth can yield, 
My wiſhes wou'd ſecure. 


4 Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles, 
That brighten heaven above; 
The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 


5 Theſe are the mighty things I crave : 
O!] make theſe bleſſings mine; 
And all the glories of the world 
J gladly will reſign. 


HYMN CLXVI. 


\OME deſcend, O Heavenly Spirit, 
Fan each ſpark into a flame; 
Bleſſings let us now inherit, 
 Bleflings that we cannot name: 
Whilſt Hoſannas we are ſinging, 
May our hearts in rapture move, 
Feel new grace in them till ſpringing, 
Breathe the air of pureſt love. 


N 2 Let us ſail in Grace's ocean, 5 
2 Float on that unbounded * ne 

Guided into pure devotion, e 

Kept from paths of error free: Foe 


On thy heav'nly manna feeding, 
Screen'd from ev'ry envious foe; 

Love, O Love, for ſinners bleeding, 
All for thee we wou'd forego. 


3 Keep us, Lox, ſtill in communion, 
= Daily nearer drawn to thee; 
Sinking in the ſweeteſt union 

Of that heart-felt myſtery : 
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HYMNS 
Keep us ſafe from each deluſion, 
Well protected from all harms; 


Free from ſin, and all confuſion, 
Circle us within thine arms. 


H YM N CLXVII. 
The Stony Heart. 
O For a glance of heav'nly day, 
To take this ſtubborn ſtone away; 
And thaw with beams of love divine 
This heart, this frozen heart of mine. 

2 The rocks can rent; the earth can quake; 
The ſeas can roar; the mountains ſhake; 
Of feeling all things ſhew ſome ſign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 

os 3 To hear the ſorrows thou haſt felt, 

- > Dear Loxp, an adamant would melt: 

But I can read each moving line, 
And nothing move this heart of mine. 
4 Thy judgments too, unmov'd I hear, 
(Amesing thought!) which devils fear: 
Goodneſs and wrath in vain combine, 
Too ſtir this ſtupid heart of mine. 
5 But ſomething yet can do the deed, 
And that dear ſomething much I need: 
O! may thy Spirit now refine 
From droſs, and melt this heart of mine. 


HY M N CLXVIII. 
onride. 
ITH all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, 
E * P11 praiſe my Maker in my ſong: 
A Angels ſhall hear the notes I raiſe, 
Approve the ſong, and join the praiſe, 
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2 I'll ſing thy truth and mercy, Lord, 
Pil ſing the wonders of thy word; 
Not all thy works, and names below, 
So much thy pow'r and glory ſhew. 


3 To Gop I cry'd when trouble roſe, 
He heard me, and ſubdu'd my foes ; 
He did my riſing fears controul, 

And itrength diffus'd thro? all my ſoul. 

4 Amidſt a thouſand ſnares I ſtand 
Upheld, and guarded by thy hand; 
Thy words my fainting ſoul revive, 

And keep my dying faith alive. 

5 Grace will compleat what grace begins, 
To fave from ſorrows, or from fins ; 
The work that wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 


HYMN CLXIX. 
A Divine Rapture. 


ROM thee, my Gov, my joys ſhall riſe, 
And run eternal rounds, - 
Beyond the limits of the ſkies, 
And all created bounds. 
2 The holy triumphs of my ſoul 
Shall death itſelf out-brave, 
Leave dull mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the grave. 
3 There, where my bleſſed Jeſus reigns, 
In heav'n's unmeaſur'd ſpace, 
I'll ſpend a long eternity, 
In pleaſure and in praife. 
4 Millions of years my wond'ring eyes 
Shall o'er thy beauties rove, 
And endleſs ages I'll adore 
The glories of thy love, 
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5 Sweet Jeſus, ey*ry ſmile of thine 
Shall freſh endearments bring, 
And thouſand taſtes of new delight, 
From all thy graces ſpring. 
6 Haſte, my Beloved, fetch my ſoul 
Up to thy bleſs'd abode; 
Fly, for my ſpirit longs to ſee 
My Saviour, and my God. 
HYMN CLXX.. 
GOD our only Happineſs. 
Y Gop, my Portion, and my Love, 
My Everlaſting All; 
I've none but thee in heav'n above, 
Or on this earthly ball. 5 
2 What empty things are all the ſkies, 
And this inferior clod ! 
- 8 There's nothing here deſerves my joys, 
39 There's nothing like my Gop, 
z In vain the bright, the burning ſun, 
S⸗catters his feeble light; 
Tis thy ſweet beams create my noon ; 
If thou withdraw *tis night. 
4 And whilſt upon my reſtleſs bed, 
_ Amidſt the ſhades I roll; 
If my Reedeemer ſhews his head, 
"Tis morning with my (ſoul. 
5 To thee we owe our wealth and friends, 
And health, and ſafe abode; 
We praiſe thy name for all theſe things, 
| But they are not my Gor, 
3 A 6 How vain a toy is glitt'ring wealth, 
—_ . If once compar*'d to thee ? 
5 Wa And what's my-fafety, or my health, 
Or all my friends to me ? 


Were 
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7 Were I poſſeſſor of the earth, 
And call'd the ſtars my own; 
Without my Jeſus, and thyſelf, 
I were a wretch undone. - 


8 Let others ftretch their arms like ſeas, 
And graſp in all the ſhore; 
Grant me the viſits of thy face, 
- And I deſire no more. 


HYMN CLXXI. 
Hebrews vi. 17—19. | 
OW oft have ſin and ſatan ſtrove - 


To rend my ſoul from thee, my Gov ? 
But everlaſting is thy love, 


And Jeſus ſeals it with his blood. 


2 Amidft temptations ſharp and long, 
My ſoul to this dear refuge flies; 
Hope is my anchor firm and ſtrong, 
While tempeſts blow, and billows riſe. 


3 The Goſpel bears my ſpirits up; 
A faithful and unchanging Gop, 
Lays the foundation for my hope, 
In oaths, and promiſes, and blood. 


HYMN CLAXIL. 
John xiii. 1. 
HIS Gop is the God we adore, 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend; 


Whoſe love is as great as his pow'r, 
And neither knows meaſure nor end. 


2 *Tis Jeſus, the FiRsT and the LasT, = 
Whole ſpirit ſhall guide us ſafe home; | 
We'll nth him for all that 1s paſt, 


And truſt him for all that's to come. 
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 HYM N CLXXIII. 
Gop glorious and Sinners ſaved. 


THER, how wide thy glory ſhines ! 
How high thy wonders riſe! 
Known thro' the earth by thouſand ſigns, 
By thouſand thro? the ſkies, 
2 Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r, 
Their motions 43 thy kill ; 4 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience fill. 
3 But when we view thy great deſign, 
To ſave rebellious worms ; 
Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
In their divineſt forms. 
4 Here the whole Deity is known, 
Nor dares a creature gueſs, 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 


The juſtice, or the grace. 


5 Now the full glories of the Lamb 
'- .___ Adorn the heav'nly plains, 
Bright feraphs learn Immanuel's name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 
6 O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immorta! ſong ; 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


HYMN CLXXIV. 
Preſerving Grace. 


ro Gor the only wiſe, 
Saviour and our King, 
ints below the ſkies 


Their humble praiſes bring. 
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2 Tis his almighty love, 
His council and his care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from fin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful ſnare. 


He will preſent our ſouls 

Unblemiſh'd, and compleat, 
Before the glory of his face, 

With joys divinely great. 


4 Then all the choſen ſeed 
Shall meet around the throne; 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


5 To our redeeming Gop 
Wiidom and pow'r belongs, 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 
And everlaſting ſongs. 


HYMN CLXXV. 
Gop's Omnipreſcience. 


ORD, all I am is known to thee, 
In vain my ſoul would try 
To ſhun thy preſence, or to flee 
The notice of thine eye. 


2 Thy all-ſurrounding fight ſurveys | 
_ My riſing and my reſt, 
My public walks, my private Ways, 
The ſecrets of my breaſt. 


3 My thoughts lie open ta thee, Lord, 
Before they're form'd within, 
And ere my lips pronounce the word, 
Thou know'ſt the ſenſe I mean. 


4 O wond'rous knowledge, deep and bigh! 
Where can a creature hide? 
Within thy cireling arms I lie, 
Beſet on ev'ry ſide. 
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5 So let thy grace ſurround me ſtill, 
And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my ſoul from ev'ry ill, 
6 Secur'd by ſov'reign love. 


| HY MN CLXXVI. 
Sight of Gop and CurisT in Heaven. 


Eſcend from heav'n, Immortal Dove, 
Stoop down and take us on thy wings, 
And mount, and bear us far above 
The reach of theſe inferior things. 
2 O for a ſight, a pleaſing ſight ! 
Of our Almighty Father's throne ! 
There ſits our Saviour, crown'd with light, 
Cloath'd in a body like our own. 
3 Adoring ſaints around him ſtand, 
And thrones and pow'rs- before him fall, 
The Gop ſhines gracious thro* the Man, 
And ſheds ſweet glories on them all. 


4 When ſhall the day, dear Lord, appear, 
That we ſhall mount to dwell above, 
And ſtand and bow amongſt them there, 
And view thy face, and fing thy love. 


HYMN CLXXVI. 
Looking to JIESus. 

OW glorious the Lamb 5 
Is ſeen on the throne ! 

His labours are o'er, 

_ His conqueſts are won. 

A kingdom is given 

Into the Lamb's hand, 


In earth and in heaven, 
For ever to ſtand. 


Ye 
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Ye ſinners below 
Then truſt in the Lord, 
Look up to his arm, 
His honour, his word : 
Athirſt for his favour, 
His Godhead adore, 
Look up to your Saviour, 
And joy evermore ! 


HYMN CLXXVIII. 
The Word of Gop more precious that. 
ʒEÄ—à * e 
RECIOUS Bible! what a Treaſure 
Does the W ord of Gop afford ? 
All I want for life or pleaſure, 
Foop and MED*'CINE, SHIELD and SWORD. 
Let the world account me poor, 
Having this I need no more. 
2 Food to which the world's a ſtranger, 
Here my hungry ſoul enjoys; 
Of exceſs there 1s no danger, 
* Tho? it fills, it never cloys. 
On a dying CHRIST I feed, 
Here is meat and drink indeed. 
3 When my faith is faint and ſickly, 
Or when Satan wounds my mind, 
Cordials to revive me quickly, 
Healing meD*cines here I find: 
To the Promiſes I flee, 
Each affords a remedy. 


4 In the hour of dark temptation 
Satan cannot make me yield; 
For the word of conſolation 

Is to me a mighty $HIELD. 
While the ſcripture-truths endure, 
From his pow'r 1 am ſecure, 
5 Vain 
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5 Vain his threats to overcome me, 
When I take the Spirit's swoRD, 
Then with eaſe I drive him from me, 
Satan trembles at the Word: 
Tis a ſword for conqueſt made, 
Keen the edge, and ſharp the blade. 


6 Shall I envy then the miſer, 
Doating on his golden ftore ? 
Sure I am, or ſhou'd be wiſer; 

I am rich, 'tis he is poor. 

Jesus gives me in his word 


F ood and med'cine, ſhield and ſword. 


HYMN CLXXIX. 
At Diſmiſſion. 
he 2 us with thy blefling, Loxp; 
Help us to feed upon thy word; 


All that hs been amiſs, forgive, 
And let thy Truth within us live. 


2 Tho? we are guilty, thou art good; 
Waſh all our works in Jesv's blood; 
Give ev'ry fetter'd ſoul releaſe, 
And bid us all-DFEPAR T in PEACE. 


HYMN CLXXX. 
Another. 


ESUS, knit all our hearts to thee ; ; 
And join us all in one; 
In our aſſemblies, ev'ry where, 
Be thou our aim alone. 


2 Reign thou ſole Monarch of our hearts ; 
And we, as finners, he 

Before the feet of thee, our Lok p, 

To all eternity. 


HYMN 
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HY MN CLXXXI. 


AxornER. 


| rr before we hence depart 
Send thy good ſpirit down; 
Let him reſide in ev'ry heart, 
And bleſs the ſeed that's ſown. 
2 Thou Fountain of Eternal Love, 
Who gav'ſt thy Son to die; 
O let thy ſpirit from above, 
Enlighten and apply. 


„ cLIXXX. 
= ANOTHER. | 
NCE more before we part 
We'll bleſs the Saviour's name, 
Record his mercies ev'ry heart, 
Sing ey'ry tongue the ſame, 
2 Hoard up his facred word, 
And feed thereon and grow; 


Go on to ſeek, to know the Lord, 
And practice what you know. 


HYMN CLXXXIIL 


At the Sacrament. *©- 


HIS day the Lol d of hoſts invites 
VVnto a coſtly feaſt; _ 
I wou'd take care, and well prepare, 
To be a welcome gueſt. 
2 Awake, repentance, faith, and love; 3 
Awake, O ev'ry grace; 
To meet your Lok b, with one accord, 
In his moſt holy place. 3 
3 Worldly diſtraction, ſtay behind, 7 Ea. 
Below the mount abide; ELON WS 
Cauſe no diſturbance in my mind, 
Io make my Saviour chide. 
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4 O come, wy Loan, the time draws 6 

ä That I am to receive; 

Stand with my pardon ſealed by, 
Perſuade me to believe. 


5 Let not my Jesus now be ſtrange, 
Nor hide himſelf from me; 
But cauſe thy face to ſhine upon 
The ſoul that longs for thee. 


6 Come, bleſſed Spirit, from above, 
My ſoul do thou inſpire, 
T' approach the table of the Lox p 
With fulneſs of deſire. 


O let our entertainment now 
Be fo exceeding ſweet, 
That we may long to come again, 
And at thine altar meet. 


HYMN CLXXXIV. 


True Happineſs. 


o. happy is the Chriſtian s ſtate! 
His ſins are all forgiv'n; 

A chearing ray confirms grace, 
And lifts his hopes to heav n. 
2 Tho' in the rugged path of liſe 5 

He heaves the penſive ſigh; Ne 
Yet, truſting in his Gop, he finds. 

Deliv*ring grace is nigh. 


3 If, to prevent his wand'ring ſteps, 8 
Iile feels the chaſt'ning rod; 
The gentle ſtroke mall bring him back 
To his forgiving Goo. | 


4 And when the welcome n comes 
Io call his foul a- way 
His ſoul, in raptures Mall aſcend 
To everlaſting day. 
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HYMN CLXXXV. 
Human Weakneſs and CHRIS TS 

Strength. 
3 me but hear my Saviour ſay, 
Strength ſhall be equal to thy day;“ 
Then I rejoice in deep diſtreſs, 
Leaning on all- ſufficient grace. 
2 I glory in infirmity, _ 
That Caur1sT's own pow'r may reſt on me; 
When I am weak, then am l ſtrong, 
Grace is my ſhield, and Curisr my ſong. ' 


HYMN CLXXXVL 
— Deſiring CHRIS r. 
F NYOME, O thou Univerſal Good! 
Balm of the wounded conſcience, come 
The hungry, dying ſpirit's food; 
The weary, wand'ring pilgrim's home; 
Haven to take the ſhipwreck'd in, 
My everlaſting reſt from fin ! 
2 Come, O my comfort and delight! 


My ſtrength, and health, and ihie!d, and ſun ; 


My boaſt, my confidence, and might, 
My joy, my glory, and my crown; © 
My goſpel-hope, my calling's prize, 

My tree of life, my paradiſeQ. 


HYMN CLXXXVII. 
Salvation. . 

ALVATION! O the joyful ſound ! 
What pleaſure to our ears ! 5 


A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A. cordial for our fears. 


O Salvation! 
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2 Salvation! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the ſky 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound ! 


3 Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb ! 
To thee the praiſe belongs: 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 


HYMN CLXXXVIIL. 
Every Creature at God's Command. 


LIJAH's example declares, > 
| hatever diſtreſs may betide, 
The ſaints may commit all their cares 
To him who will always provide. 
When rain long withheld from the earth 
Occaſion'd a famine of bread, 
The prophet, ſecur'd from the dearth, 
By ravens was conſtantly fed. 
2 More likely to rob than to feed, 
Mere ravens who live upon prey; 
But where the Loz p's people have need, 
His goodneſs will find out a way. 
This inſtance, to thoſe may ſeem ſtrange, 
Who know not how faith can = ; 
But ſooner all nature ſhall change, 
Than one of God's promiſes fail. 
3 Nor is it a fingular caſe; 
The wonder is often renew'd ; 
And many may ſay to God's praiſe, 
By ravens he ſendeth them food. 
Thus worldlings, tho' ravens indeed, 
Tho' greedy and ſelfiſh their mind, 
If Gop has a ſervant to feed, To 
+, - Againſt their own wills can be king. 
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Thus Satan, the raven unclean, 
That croaks in the ears of the ſaints, 

O'er-rul'd by a power unſeen, 
Adminiſters oft to their wants: 

Goo teaches them how to find food 
From all the temptations they feel: 

This raven who thirſts for my blood, 
Has help'd me to many a meal. 


5 How ſafe and how happy are they 
Who on the Good Shepherd rely! 
He'll give them ou: frength for their day, 
Their wants he wil! ſurely ſupply. - 
. Hie ravens and lions can tame; 
All creatures obey his command: 
Then let me rejoice in his name, 
And leave all ls cares in his hand. 


H Y MN CLXXXIX. 
Compleatneſs in Car1sT. 


AD I ten thouſand gifts beſide, 
I'd cleave to Jesvs crucify'd, 
And build on him alone: 
For no foundation is there given 
On which I'd place my hopes of heav'n, 
But CuR1sT the corner-ſtone, 


Poſſefling Carisr, I all poſſeſs ; * 
Wiſdom, and ſtrength, and righteouſne(s, b 
And ſanctity complete: 
Bold in his name I | ak draw nigh, 
Before the Ruler of the Sky, 
And all his juſtice meet. 
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HYMN CXC. 
The Paradox. 


OW ftrange is the courſe that a Chriſtian 
mult ſteer? 
How perplext is the path he muſt tread ? 
The hope of his happineſs riſes from fear, 
And his life he receives from the dead. 


2 His faireſt pretenſions muſt wholly be wav'd ; 
And his beſt reſolutions be croſt; 
Nor can he expect to be perfectly fav'd, 
Till he find himſelf utterly loſt, 


3 When all this is done, and his heart is aſſur d 
Of the total remiſſion of ſins; 
When his pardon is ſign'd, and his peace is 
procur' d. 
From that moment his conflict begins. 


HYMN Cxcl. 
To the Hor v Ghost. 
0 Holy Ghoſt, ſet to thy ſeal, 


Thine . witneſs give, 
And to my inmoſt ſoul reveal 


The death by which I live. 


2 Give me to underſtand that found, 
Which told his mortal pain, 

Tore up the graves, and rent the ground, 
And broke the rocks in twain. 


; Repeat my dying Saviour's cry 
Unto my heart ſo loud, 

That my whole ſoul may now reply, 

« This was the Son of Goo.” 


H Y MN 
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HYMN CXCIL 
Deſiring Communion with Gob. 


V riſing ſoul with ftrong deſires 
To perfect happinefs aſpires ; 

With ſteady ſteps wou'd tread the road 

That lead's to heav'n, that leads to Gop. 


2 I thirſt to drink unmingled love 

From the pure fountain-head above; 
My deareſt Lord, I long to be 
Empty'd of fin, and full of thee. 


3 For thee I pant, for thee I burn: 
Art thou withdrawn? Again return; 
Nor let me be the firſt to ſay, 
Thou wilt not hear when finners pray. 


HYMN CXCiu. 
Law and Goſpel. 


HE law commands and makes us know 
What duties to our God we owe; 
But *tis the Goſpel muſt reveal 
Where lies our — to do his will. 


2 The law diſcovers guilt and ſin, 
And ſhews how vile our hearts have been ; 3 
Only the Goſpel can expreſs 
Forziring love, and cleanſing nds 


HY M N. CACTY.. 


'The Saints Deliverance at Death. 
Rev. xxi. 4. 


HRIS T's own foft hand ſhall wipe the tears 
From ev'ry weeping eye; 
And pains, and groans, and eriefs, and "Wh 8, 
And death itſelf ſhall die. 
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How long, dear Saviour, O how long, 
Shall this bright hour delay ? 

Fly ſwiftly round, ye wheels of Time, 

And bring the welcome day. 


HYMN CXCV. 
The Saint's Safety in Gop. 
E that has made his refuge Goo, 
Shall find a moſt ſecure abode; 


Shall walk all day beneath his ſhade, 
And there at night ſhall reſt his head. 


2 Thrice happy man, thy Maker's care 
Shall keep thee from the fowler's ſnare; 
Satan the fowler, who betrays 
Unguarded fouls a thouſand ways. 


HYMN EXCVI. 


Before Sermon. 


. OES it not grief and wonder move 
Jo think of Iſrael's dreadful fall, 

Who needed miracles to prove 

Whether the Lok p were Gon, on Baal! f 


2 Methinks I fee Elijah ſtand. 
His features glow with love and zeal; 
In faith and prayer he lifts his hand, 
And makes to heav'n his great appeal. 
4 OGop! if I thy ſervant am, 

"If "tis thy 2 fills my heart; 
Now glorify thy holy name: 

And fa this people who thou art.” 


4 He ſpoke, and lo, a ſudden flame 

-_ - Conſum'd the wood, the duſt, the ſtone: 
'The people ſtruck, at once proclaim, 22 

% The Lok is Gop, the Lok p alone.” 
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5 Like him we mourn an awful day, 
When more for Baal than Gop appear; 
Like him, believers, let us pray, | 
And may the Gop of Iſrael hear. 


HY M N CXCVII. 
On taking a Member into Society. 


ELCOME, thou well-belov*d of Gop, 
VY Thou heir of grace, redeem'd by blood 
Welcome with us thine hand to join, 
As partner of our lot divine : 
Bleſſings abundant from above, 
Give him, we pray, Thou Gop of Love. 


2 With us the pilgrim's ſtate embrace; 
We're trav'ling to a bliſsful place, 
The New Jeruſalem above, 
The radiant throne, the ſeat of love: 
The Holy Ghoſt that knows the way, 
Conduct thee on from day to day 


3 The af of promiſe now receive, 
Thy weary footſteps to relieye, 
The chief ſupport the traveller knows, 
Leaning on which, he forward goes: 
Thus if for reſt thy ſpirits call, 
Leaning on this thou can'ſt not fall. 


4 With peace, with ceaſeleſs peace be ſhod, 
The ſhoes of peace receive of God; 
Theſe keep from pain the pilgrim's feet, 
And make the rugged way ſeem ſweet: 

So Sion's paths ihall ever prove 

The paths of joy, and peace, and loye. 


5 Thus onward move with upright pace ; 


Stedfaſt purſue the goſpel- race: 
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FilPd with the pow'r of truth divine, 
Prove all the ſtrength of Jzsvs thine : 
Commiſhon'd angels ſoon ſhall come, 


And waft thee to thy wiſh'd-for home. 


HY M N CXCVIII. 
The Myſteries of Providence. 


12 how myfterious are thy ways! 
How blind are we, how mean our praiſe ! 
Thy ſteps can mortal eyes explore ? 

Tis ours to wonder, and adore. 

2 Thy deep decrees from creature-fight 

Are hid in ſhades of awful night ; 

Amid the lines with curious eye, 

Not angel-minds preſume to pry. 


3 Great Gop! I wou'd not aſk to fee 


What in futurity ſhall be; 
If light and bliſs attend my days, 
Then let my future hours be praiſe. 


4 Is darkneſs and diſtreſs my ſhare? | 


| Then let me truſt thy guardian care; 


Enough for me, if love divine 

At length thro? ev'ry cloud ſhall ſhine. 

5 Yet this my ſoul deſires to know, 

Be this my only wiſh. below; 
„ That Car18T is mine!“ — this great requeſt. 

Grant, bounteous Gop : and I am bleſt. 


HY M N CXCIX. 
Weakneſs bewailed. 
HY is my heart ſo far from thee, 
My Gon, my chief delight? 
Why are my thoughts no more by day 
With thee, no more by night? 


Why 
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2 Why ſhould my fooliſh paſſions rove ? 
Where can ſuch ſweetneſs be, 
As I have taſted in thy love, 

As I have found in thee ? 


3 When my forgetful ſoul renews 
The favour of thy grace, 
My heart preſumes I cannot loſe 
The reliſh all my days. 
4 But e'er one fleeting hour is paſt, 
The flatt'ring world employs 
Some ſenſual bait to ſeize my taſte, 
And to pollute my joys. 


5 Trifles of nature or of art, 
With fair deluſive charms, 
Intrude into my thoughtleſs heart, 
And thruſt thee from my arms. 
6 Then I repent and grieve my ſoul, 
That I ſhou'd leave thee ſo : 
Where will thoſe wild affections roll, 
That let a Saviour go? 


17 Make haſte, my days, to reach the goal, 


And bring my heart to reſt 
On the dear centre of my ſoul, 
My God, my Saviour's breaſt. 


5 HYMN. CC. 
The Danger of Creature-Comforts. 

Hen vain are all things here below! 

How falſe and yet how fair! 

Each pleaſure has its poiſon too; | 
And ev'ry ſweet a ſnare, _ 

2 The brighteſt things below the ſky 

Give but a flatt'ring light; 


We ſhould ſuſpect ſome danger nigh, 
When we poſſeſs delight. 
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Our deareſt joys and neareſt friends, 
The partners of our blood, 
How they divide our wav'ring minds, 
And leave but half for God ! 


The fondneſs of a creature's love, 
How ftrong it ſtrikes the ſenſe? 


Thither the warm affections move, Ss 
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Nor can we call them thence. 


5 Dear Saviour, let thy beauties be 


My ſouls eternal food; 
And grace command my heart away 


| From all created good. 


> & 2 at « 
| Trials overcome by Hope. 
WW HEN I can read my title clear 
To manſions in the ſkies ; 


I bid farewel to ev'ry fear, 
And dry my weeping eyes. 


Shou'd death againſt my ſoul engage, 


And helliſn darts be hurl'd ; 


Ten I can ſmile at Gatan's rage, 
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And face a frowning world. 
Shou'd cares like a wild deluge èome, 
And ſtorms of ſorrow fall; 
May I but ſafely reach my home, 
My Gop, my heav'n, my all. 


4 There ſhall I bathe my weary ſoul, 


In ſeas of heav'nly reſt; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Acroſs my peaceful breaſt. - 


HYMN 
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HT Col. 


The Path to Heaven through this 
World. 


| ORD, what a wretched land is this, 
That yields us no ſupply, 5 
No cheering fruits, no wholeſome trees, 
Nor ſtreams of living joy? 
2 But pricking thorns thro? all the ground, 
And mortal poiſons grow, 
And all the rivers that are found, 
With dangerous waters flow. 
3 Yet the dear path to thine abode, 
Lies thro? this horrid land: 
Lord, we would keep the heav'nly road, 
And run at thy command, 


4 Our journey is a thorny maze, 
But we march upward ſtill; 
Forget the trouble of the ways, 
And reach at Sion's hill. 


s See the kind angels at the gates, 
Inviting us to come; 
There Issus the fore-runner waits 


To welcome traw lers home. 


HYMN Ccm. ©: 
Joy in the Loxp. 


OY is a fruit that will not gow. 5 
In Nature's barren ſoil; 
All we can boaſt ' till Cunrisr we RY 
Is vanity and toil, 
2 But when the Loa p has planted grace, 
And made * rrp nown, : 
There fruits of heav'nly joy and 
Are found, and there alone. prone 
ENT A bleed. | 
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3 A bleeding Saviour ſeen by faith, 
A ſenſe of pard*ning love; 

A hope that triumphs over death, 
Give joys like thoſe above. 

4 To take a glimpſe within the vail, 
To know that Goo is mine, | 
Are ſprings of joy that never fail, 

_ Unſpeakable, divine. 
5 Theſe are the joys that ſatisfy, 
And ſanctify the mind; 
That make the ſpirit mount on high, 
And leave the world behind. 
6 No more, believers, mourn your lot; 
But if you are the Log p's, 
Reſign to them who know him not 
Such joys as earth affords, 


3 Saturday Evening. 


*  COAFELY thro” another week, 
1 Gop has brought us on our way, 
Let us now a bleſſing ſeek 
On th' approaching ſabbath-day : 
Day of all the week the'beſt, 
Emblem of eternal reſt. : 
e Mercies multiply'd each hour 
Thro' the week our praiſe demand; 
_ Guarded by almighty pow'r, 
Fed and guarded by his hand: 
Tho? ungrateful we have been, 
Only made returns of fin. 3 
3 While we pray for pard'ning grace 
In the dear Redeemer's name, 
Show thy reconcued face, 
Shine away our ſin and ame: 
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From our worldly cares ſet free, 
May we reſt this night with thee. 


4 When the morn ſhall bid us riſe, 


May we feel thy preſence near, 
May thy glory meet our eyes, 
When we in thy houſe appear; 
There afford us, Lord, a taſte 
Of our everlaſting feaſt, 
May the Goſpel's joyful ſound 
Conquer ſinners, comfort ſaints, 
Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief for all our wants: 
Thus let all our ſabbaths prove, 
Till we join the church above. 


HY MN. CCY. 
The Barren Fig-Tree. 
HE Church a garden is 
In which believers ſtand, 
Like ornamental trees 
Planted by Gop's own hand; 
His ſpirit waters all their roots, 
And ev'ry branch avounds with fruits. 
But other trees there are 
In this incloſure grow, 
Which tho? they promiſe fair, 
Have only leaves to ſhow ; 
No fruits of grace are on them found, 
They are but cumb'rers of the ground. 


The under-gard'ner grieves, 
In vain his ſtrength he ſpends, 
For heaps of uſeleſs leaves 
Afford him ſmall amends : 
He hears the Loxb his will make knowu, 
To cut the barren fig-tree down, 7 
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4 How difficult his poſt! 
| What pangs his bowels move ! 
Too find his wiſhes croſt, 
His efforts uſeleſs prove: 
His laſt relief is earneſt pray 'r, 
Lord ſpare them yet another year. 


5 Spare them, and let me try 
What further means may do; 
Pl freſh manure apply, 
My digging Ill renew: *' 
Who knows, but yet they fruit may yield. 
If not—'tis juſt they muſt be fell'd. 


6 If under means of grace 
No fruits of grace appear, 
It is a dreadful caſe, 
| __ Tho? Gop may long forbear; 
At length he'll ſtrike the threat'ned blow, 
And lay the barren fig-tree low, 


HYMN CCVI. 
At Meeting. 


D LEST by Jesv's providence, 
Lo! we meet again in peace : 
May we, when we fly from hence, 
Meet in a more glorious place 


2 When we once ſhall there arrive, 
Ever happy we ſhall reign; 
Ever with our Saviour live, 
Midſt a hoſt of perfect men. 


3 There ſhall ſorrow not intrude, 
_ - Grief ſhall never there 19 
Wath'd in our Redeemer's blood. 
We ſhall ſtand, made free from fear. 
5 2 | . | | Come, 1 
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4 Come, dear fellows, joyful come; 
Forward boldly let us preſs ; 
Humbly let our ſouls preſume, 
Truſt in Jes v's righteouſneſs. 


5 Pray we for the promis'd hour, 
When the family compleat, 
Borne on clouds, and girt with pow'r, 
In the houſe above ſhall meet. 
6 Maſter, haſten on thy day ! 
__ _ Gloriovs to thy judgment come; 
Call thy trav'ling ſaints away; 
Load, we long to be at home. 


HYMN CCVIL 
At Parting. 
LEST be the dear uniting love, 
That will not let us part; 
Our bodies may far off remove, 
We ſtill are join'd in heart. 
2 Join'd in one Spirit to our Head, 
Where he appoints we go, 
And ftill in Jssv's footſteps tread, 
And do his work below. 
3 O let us ever walk in jm, 
And nothing know beſide ; 
Nothing deſire, nothing eſteem, 
But Jesus crucify'd. 
4 Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd embrace, 
Expect his fullneſs to receive, 
And grace to anſwer grace, 


5 Thus let us haſten to the day 
Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore, 
When death ſhall all be done away, 

And bodies part no mare, 
T3 HYMN 
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HYM N CCVIIL. 


For Miniſters at Meeting. 


ELCOME, welcome, bleſſed ſervant, 
Meſſenger of JEs u's grace 
O how beautiful the feet of 
Him that brings good news of peace! 
All hail, herald, cc. 
Prieſt of God, thy people's joy. 


2 Saviour bleſs his meſſage to us, 
Give us hearts to hear the ſourid 
Of redemption, dearly purchas d 
By thy death and precious wound. 
O reveal it, &c. 
To our poor and helpleſs ſouls. 


3 Give reward of grace and glory, 
To thy faithful labourer dear, 
Let the incenſe of our hearts be 
Offer'd up in faith and prayer 
Bleſs, O bleſs him, &c. 
Now, henceforth, for evermore. 


HYMN ECIX: 


For Miniſters at Parting. 
WW TH all thy pow'r, O Load, defend 


Him whom we now to thee commend ; 3 
Our faithful miniſter ſecure, 
And make him to the end endure. 


2 Gird him with all-ſufficient grace; 
Give to his footſteps paths of peace; 
Thy truth and faithfulneſs fulfill ; 


Preſerve him, Lord, from ev'ry ill. 


Be fore 
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3 Before his face protection ſend ; 
O love him, fave him to the end: 
Nor let him as thy pilgrim rove, 
Without the convoy of thy love. 

4 Enlarge, enflame, and fill his heart ; 
In him thy mighty power exert; 
That thouſands yet unborn may praiſe 
'The wonders of redeeming grace. 


HYMN CCA. 
Diſmiſſion. 


105 12 diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing; 


Fill our hearts with joy and peace 

Let us each, thy love poſſeſſing, 

Triumph in redeeming grace: 
O O refreſh us, &c. 

Trav'ling thro? this wilderneſs. 


2 Thanks we give and adoration | 
For thy goſpel's joyful ſound : 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In our hearts and lives abound !. 
Ever faithful, &c. 


To the truth may we be found ! 


3 So whene'er the ſignal's given 
Das from earth to call away, 
Borne on angel's wing to heaven, 
Glad the ſummons to obey, 
May we ever, &c. 
Reign with CHRIST in endleſs day! 


HYMN Ccxl. 


* 
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ONFIRM the hope thy word allows, 


Behold us waiting to be fed, 
Bleſs the proviſion of thy houſe, 
And ſatisfy thy poor with bread. 


2 3 Drawn 


— 
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Drawn by thy invitation, Lon p, 
Athirſt and hungry we are come: 
Now from the fulneſs of thy word, 
Feaſt us, and ſend us thankful home. 


HYMN CCXIL 
Light ſhining out of Darkneſs. 


| 
ji 
_ 


OD moves in a myſterious way, 
| His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm. 


2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing ſkill, 
He treaſures up his bright deſigns, 
And works his ſov'reign will. 


3 Ye fearful ſaints, freſh courage take ; 
The clouds ye ſo much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
In bleſſings on your head. 


4 Judge not the Loxp by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt him for His grace; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a ſmiling face. 


5 His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flower. 


6 Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain : 
Goo is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCxII 
 ___ Moon-Light. 
6 bn moon has but a borrow'd light, 
A faint and feeble ray; 


She owes her beauty to the night, 
And hides herſelf by day. 


2 No chearing warmth her beam conveys,” 
Tho? pleaſing to behold : 
We might upon her brightneſs I 
*Till we were ſtarv'd with cold. 


3 Juſt ſach 1s all the light to man 
Which reaſon can impart; 
It cannot ſhew one object plain, 
Nor warm the frozen heart. 
4 Thus moon-light views of truth divine 
To many fatal prove; | 1185 
For what avails in gifts to ſhine, 
Without a ſpark of love ? 
5 The goſpel, like the ſun at noon, 
Affords a glonous light: 
'Then human reaſon's boaſted moon 
Appears no longer bright. 
6 And grace, not only light beftows, 
But adds a quick'ning pow'r; | 
The deſert bloſſoms like the roſe, 
And fin prevails no more. 


HYMN CCXIV. 
Brotherly Love 
OW by the bowels of my Gop,' 
N His ſharp diſtreſs, his fore complaints, 
By his laſt groans, his dying blood, 
I charge my ſoul to love his ſaints. 


Clamour 
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2 Clamour and wrath, and war be gone, 
Envy and fpice for ever ceaſe; 
Let bitter words no more be known 
Among the ſaints, the ſons of peace. 
3 The Spirit, like a peaceful dove, 
Flies from the realms of noiſe and ſtrife; 
Why ſhould we vex and grieve his love, 
Who ſeals our ſouls to heav*nly life ? 


J Tender and kind be all our thoughts; 
Thro' all our lives let mercy run; 

So God forgives our num'rous faults, 
For the dear ſake of CHRIST his Son. 


; HYMN CCXV. 
The Promis'd Land. Ifa. xxxiii. 17. 
F. from theſe narrow ſcenes of night, 
1 VUnbounded glories riſe, 


And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 


2 There pain and ſickneſs never come, 
And grief no more complains ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And endleſs pleaſure reigns. 


3 No cloud thoſe bliſsful regions know, 

For ever bright and fair! 

For ſin, the ſource of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 


4 There no alternate night is known, 

Nor ſun's faint ſickly ray; 

But glory from the ſacred throne 
Spreads everlaſting day. 


5 O may the heav'nly proſpect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love, 

Till wings of faith and ſtrong deſire 
Bear ev'ry thought above. 


* 
— 


Prepare | 
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6 Prepare us, Lok b, by grace Uvine 

For thy bright courts on high; 

Then bid our ſpirits riſe and Join” _ 
The chorus of the ſky. PMs; 


HYMN CCXVI. 


For a cloſer walk with Go D, 
A calm and heav'nly frame; 
A light to ſhine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 


2 Where is the bleſſedneſs I knew, 
When firſt I ſaw the Lon op? 

Where is the ſoul-refreſhing view 
Of Jesvs, and his word 


3 What peaceful hours I then enjoy'd, 
How ſweet their mem'ry ſtill! 
But they have left an aching you, 
The world can never fill. 


4 Hh; Q Holy Dove, return, 
Sweet meſſenger of reſt! 
I hate the fins which made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breaſt, 


5 The deareſt idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be; 
Help me to bear it from thy throne, 
And wort only thee. 


6 80 mall my walk be cloſe with Gon, 
Calm and ſerene my frame; 
So purer light ſhall mark the road 
'That leads me to the Lamb. 


HYMN 


F HY Mrs 
i. I. M CCXVII. 
Deu. ing ro Engen and love CHRIST more. 
HO only ſource of true delight, 
Whom L unſeen adore! 
Unveil thy beauties to my ſight, 
That I may love thee more. 
= Thy glory o'er creation ſhines ; | 
But in thy facred word. 


1 read in fairer, brighter lines, | 
My bleeding, dying Lox p. 


3 "Tis here, whene'er my comforts droop, 
And fins and ſorrows riſe, 
Thy love with chearful beams of hope 
My fainting heart ſupplies. 
4 But ah! too ſoon the pleaſing ſcene 
Is clouded o'er with pain ; 
My gloomy fears riſe dark between, 
And I again complain. 
5 Jesus, my Lord, my Life, my Light, 
O come with bliſsful ray; 


Break radiant thro' the ſhades of night, 
And chaſe my fears away. 


6 Then ſhall my ſoul with rapture trace 
The wonders of thy love; 

But the full glories of thy face 
Are only known above. 


HYMN. CC XVIII. 
For New-Year's Day. 


ND now, my ſoul, another year 
Of thy ſhort life is paſt; 
J cannot long continue here, 


And this may be my laſt. 


LY 
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2 Much of my dubious lite is gon“, 
Nor will return again; 
And ſwift my paſſing moments run, 
The few that yet remain. 


3 Awake, my ſou}, with utmoſt care 
Thy true condition learn ; 
What are thy hopes, ho ſure, how fair, 
And what thy great concern. 
4 Now a new fcene of time begins, 
Set out afreſh for heaven; 
Seek pardon for thy former ſins, 
In CuRIs& ſo freely given. 
5 Devoutly yield thyſelf to Gop, 
And on his 1 depend; 
With zeal purſue the heav'nly road, 
Nor doubt a happy end. 


HYMN CCXIX. 
Another. | 


1 Lok p of earth and ſky, 
The Gon of ages praiſe! 
"Who reigns enthron'd on high, 

Ancient of Endleſs Days ; 

Who lengthens out our trial here, 

And ſpares us yet another year, 


2 Barren and wither'd trees, 
We cumber'd long the ground ; 
No fruit of holineſs = 
On our dead ſouls was found; 
Yet did he us in mercy ſpare 
Another, and another year. 
3 When juſtice bar'd the ſword, 
To cut the fig-tree down, 
The pity of our Lord | 
Cry'd— Let it fill alone :?? 


The 
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The Father mild inclin'd his ear, 
And ſpar'd us yet another year. 


4 Jesvs, thy ſpeaking blood 
From Gop obtain'd the grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtowd 
On us a longer ſpace: 


7 hou didft in our behalf appear, 


And lo! we ſee another year. 


5 Then dig about our root, 
Break up our fallow ground, 
And let our gracious fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound : 
O let us all thy praiſe declare, 
And fruit unto perfection bear. 


HYMN CCXX. 
Another: 
HILE with abs courſe the ſug 


Haſted thro? the former year, 
Many ſouls their race have run, 


Never more to meet us here: 


Fixed in an eternal ſtate, 5 
They have done with all below ; 
We alittle longer wait, 
But how little, none can know. 


2 As the winged arrow flies 
Speedily the mark to find, 
As the light'ning from the ſkies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind ; 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life's rapid ftream ; 
Upwards, LoxD, our ſpirits raiſe ; 
All below is but a dream. 
ET | 112 Thanks 


AND SPIRITUAL Sox ss. 187 


3 Thanks for mercies paſt receive; 
Pardon of our fins renew ; | 
Teach us henceforth how to live 
With eternity in view: 

Bleſs the Word to young and old, 
Fill us with a Saviour's love; 
And when life's ſhort tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above. 


HYMN ccxxl. 
GRACE. 


Pete: grace, free grace moſt ſweetly calls, 
ectly come who will; 


Juſt as are, for Canisr receives 
Poor helpleſs ſinners ſtill. 


2 'Tis grace each day that feeds our ſouls ; 
Grace keeps us inly poor; 

And, O! that nothing elſe but grace 
May rale for evermore! 


HY M N CCXXI. 
O! to the hills I lift my eyes, 
Thy promis'd help I claim ; 
Father of Mercies, glorify 
The Holy JEsu's name. 
2 Salvation in that name 1s found, 
Balm of my grief and care; 


A med'cine for my ev'ry wound, 
All, all I want is there. 


HYMN CCXXIIL 
The Happineſs of being with Carisr. 
HILE on the verge of life I and, 
And view the ſcene on either hand, 


My ſpirit ſtruggles with my clay, 
And longs to wing its flight away, 


: Q Where 
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2 Where Jzsvs dwells my foul wou'd be, 
And faints my much-lov'd Loup to ſee ; 
Earth twine no more about my heart, 
For *t1s ſar better to depart. 


3 Come, ye angelic envoys, . come, 
And lead the willing pilgrim home; 
Ye know the way to Jesv's throne, 
Source of my joys, and of your own. 


HYMN CGxx1v. 
 Monnine. 
R SE, my ſoul, adore thy Maker ; 


Angels praiſe, join the lays, 
With them be partaker. 


2 Sov'reign Lord of ev'ry ſpirif, 
In thy hight, lead me right, 
Thro' my Saviour's merit. 


3 Thou this night waſt my protector; 
With me ſtay, all this day, 
Euer my director. 


4 Leave me not, but ever love me; 


Let thy peace, be my bliſs, 
Till thou hence remove me. 


1 Holy, holy, holy Giver 


Of all good, life and food, 
Reign ador'd for ever. 


6 Glory; honour, thanks, and bleſling, 
One in Three, give we thee, 
Never, never ceaſing. 
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HYMN CCXXV. 
EVENING. 


RE I ſleep, for ev "ry favour, 
This day ſhew'd, by my — 
1 Will bleſs my Saviour. 


2 O my Lord! what ſhall I render 
To thy name, ſtill the ſame, 
Gracious, good and tender. 


3 Leavg me not, but ever love me; 
Leb, peace, be my bliſs, a 
Till = hence remove me. 


4 Viſit me with thy ſalvation; 
Let thy cate, now be near, 
Round my habitation. | 


5 Thou, -my rock, my guard, my tow?” r, x 
Safely keep, while I — 
Me, with all thy pow'r. On 


6 And, whene'er in death I ſlumber, 
Let me riſe, with the wiſe, 
Counted in their-number, 
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HYMN CCXXVI. 


The | Lok D's SuyyzR inſtituteck 
1 Cor. xi. 23, &c. 


7 WAS on that dark, that doleful night, 
| When pow'rs of earth and hell aroſe 


Againſt the Son of God's delight, 
And friends betray'd him to his foes. 


2 Before the mournful ſcene began, 
He took the bread, and bleſt, and brake: 
What love thro? all his actions ran! 
What wond'rous words of grace he ſpake ! 


3 This is my body, broke for fin, 
„Receive, and eat the living food :”? 
Then took the cup, and bleſt the wine; 
« *Tis the New Cov'nant in my blood.” 


4 For as his fleſh with nails was torn, 
He bore the ſcourge, he felt the thorn ; 
And juſtice pour'd upon his head 
Its heavy vengeance in our ſtead. 


5 For us his vital blood was ſpilt, 
| Th 0 _ the pardon 1 our guilt; 
8 When *y, 


we 
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When for black crimes of biggeſt ſize, * + 

He gave his ſoul a ſacrifice. 2 
6 Do this (he cry'd) till time ſhall end, 

In mem'ry of your dying friend; ? 

© Meet at my table, and record 

„ The love of your departed Lord.” 


7 Jeſus, thy feaſt we celebrate, 
We ſhew thy death, we ſing thy name, 
Till thou return, and we ſhall eat, 
The Marriage-ſupper of the Lamb. 


MR coxxzvii.. 
Incomparable Food: or, The Fleſh and 
Blood of CHRIST. 


WE ſing the amazing deeds, 
That grace divine performs ; 
Th' Eternal Gop comes down, and bleeds, 
To nouriſh dying worms. 
2 This ſoul-reviving wine, 
Dear Sav'our, tis thy blood: 
We thank that ſacred fleſh of thine, 
For this immortal food. 
3 The banquet that we eat 
ls made of heav'nly things; 
Earth hath no dainties half ſo ſweet 
As our Redeemer brings. 
- 4 In vain had Adam ſought, | 
And ſearch'd his garden round; 
For there was no ſuch bleſſed fruit 
In all the happy ground. | 
5 TH angelic hoſt above 
Can never taſte this food; 
They feaſt upon their Maker's love, 
But not a Sav'our's blood. 
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Salvation 
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Salvation to the name 
Of our adored Chriſt: 

Thro' the wide earth his grace proclaim, 
His glory in the high'ſt. 


HYMN ccxxviII. 


CuarisrT a ſure Guide. 


\ UIDE me, O thou Great 1 
Pilgrim, through this barren land; 
Lam weak, but thou art mi 
Hold me with thy pow'rful and: 
Brend of Heav'n, Bread of Heav'n, 
Feed me till I want no more. 
2 Open now the cryſtal fountain 
Whence the healing ſtreams do flow, 
Let the fiery cloudy pillar, 
Lead me all my journey through: 
Strong Deliv'rer, ſtrong Deliv'rer, 
Be thou ſtill my ſtrength and ſhield. 


3 When tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears fubſide; 
Death of deaths, and hell's deſtruction, 
Land me ſafe on Canaan's ſide: 
Songs of praifes, Songs of praiſes, 
1 will ever give to thee. 


H YM N CCXXIX. 


OME, Holy Ghoſt, thine influence Fed, 
And realize the ſign, 
Thy life infuſe i into the bread, 
Thy power into the wine. 
2 Effectual let the tokens prove, 
And made by heavenly art, 
Fit chantzels to convey thy love 
To l aful Ma. 


- 
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HYMN CCXXX. 


YING Friend of Sinners, hear us 
Humbly at thy croſs who he, 
In thine ordinance be near us 
Now th' ungodly juſt 
Let thy bowels of comp on 
To thy ranſom'd creatures move, 
Shew us all thy great ſalvation, 


God of Truth and God of Love. 


2 By thy meritorious dying 

Save us from this death of fin, 

By thy precious blood's applying 
Make our inmoſt nature clean; 

- Give us worthily t'adore thee, 
Thou our full Redeemer be, 

Give us pardon, grace, and glory, 
Peace, and power, and heaven 1 in thee. 


H Y M N CCXXXI. 
I that ſad memorable night, 
When Jeſus was for us betray'd, 
He left his ood bee Suh rite, 
He took, and bleſs'd and brake the bead: 
And gave his own their laſt beq veſt, 
And thus his love's intent expend” 


2 Take, eat, this is my body giv'n, 
To purchaſe life and peace for you, 
Pardon and holineſs and heav'n; 
Do this, my dying love to ſhew, 
Accept your precious legacy, - ©. 
And thus, my friends, remember me. 


3 He took into his hands the cup, 
To crown the ſacramental feaſt, 
And full of kind concern look'd up, 8 
And gave what he to them had bleſt, 


: 5 * * 
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And drink ye all of this, he ſaid, 
In ſolemn, mem'ry of the dead. 
4 This is my blood, which ſeals the New 
Eternal Cov'nant of my grace, 
My blood ſo freely ſhed for you, 
For yon, and for the ſinful race; 
My blood that ſpeaks your fins forgiv'n, 
And juſtifies your claim to heav'n. 

5 The grace which I to you bequeath 
In this divine memorial, take, 
And, mindful of your Saviour's death, 

Do this, my followers, for my ſake, 
My dying love I will retain, _ 
And you eternal life ſhall gain. 


HYMN CcxxxII. 


The Memorial of our abſent Loxp. 
John xvi. 16. Luke xxii. 19. John xiv. 3. 


[ESUS is gone above the ſkies, 
Where our weak ſenſes reach him not; 
And carnal objects court our eyes, 

To thruſt our Saviour from our thought. 
2 He knows what wand'ring hearts we have, 
Apt to forget his lovely face; 

And, to refreſh our minds, he gave 

Theſe kind memorials of his grace.. 


3 The Lord of Life this table ſpread * 
With his own fleſh and dying blood, 
We on the rich proviſion feed, 3 
And Waſte the wine, and bleſs the God. 
4 Let ſinful ſweets be all forgot, 
And earth grow leſs in our eſteem; 
Chriſt and his love fill ev'ry thought, 
And faith and hope be fix'd on him. 
| | | While 
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| 2 Saints that now to Chriſt belong, 
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x While he is abſent from our ſight, 
'Tis to prepare our ſouls a place, 
That we may dwell in heav*nly light, 
And live for ever near his face. 


6 Our eyes look upwards to the hills 
Whence our returning Lord ſhall come 
We wait thy chariot's awful wheels, 

To fetch our longing ſpirits home. 


HY M N CCXXXIII. 
'9®TF\IS done! th? atoning work is done: 
flieſus, the World's Redeemer, dies! 
All nature feels th' important groan . 
| Loud-ecchoing through the earth and ſkies; 
The earth doth to her centre quake, 
And heav'n as hell's deep gloom is black! 
2 The Temple's yell is rant in twain, 
While Jeſus meekly bows his head, 
The rocks reſent his mortal pan. 
The yawning graves give up their dead: 
The bodies of the ſaints ariſe, MEM 
Reviving as their Saviour dies, 
3 And ſhall not we his death partake, 
In ſympathetic anguiſh-groan * 
O Saviaur let thy paſſion ſhake 
Our earth, and rent our hearts of ſtone z 
To ſecond life our ſouls reſtore, ; 
And wake us that we fleep no more. 


HYMN CCXXXIV. 
SOON s of Gov, triumphant riſe, 
Shout th' accompliſh'd facrifice z 
Shont your fins in Chriſt forgiven, 

Sons of Gop, and heirs of heaven. 


Liſt'ning angels join the ſoug ; | 
Sing 
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Sing with us ye heav'nly powers, 

Pardon, grace, and glory ours! 

3 Love's myſterious work is done; 
Greet we now th” atoning Son, 
Heal'd and quicken'd by his blood, 

Join'd to Chriſt, and one with Goo. 

4 Chriſt, of all our hopes the ſeal, 
Peace divine in Chriſt we feel, 
Pardon to our ſouls applied, 

Dead for you, for me he died. 

5 Chriſt by faith we taſte below, 
Mightier joys ordain'd to know, 
When his utmoſt grace we prove, 

* Riſe to heaven in perfect love. 
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_ HYMN CCXXXV. 
Our Lozd Jesvs at his own Table. 


— mem'ry of our dying Lord 
Awakes a thankful tongue: 
How rich he ſpread his royal board, 05 
And bleſs'd the food, and ſung. 


2 Happy the men that eat this bread, 
Bat doubly bleſs'd was he, 
That gently bow'd his loving head, 

And lean'd it, Lord, on Thee. 
3 By faith, the ſame delights we taſte 
As that great fav'rite did, 
And fit and lean on Jeſu's breaſt, 
And take the heav'nly bread. 


4 Hoſanna to his bounteous love, 
Poor ſuch a feaſt below 
And yet he feeds his ſaints above 
With nobler bleſſings too. 


Come, 
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5 Come, the dear day, the glorious hour, 
That brings our ſouls to reſt! 
Then we ſhall need theſe types no more, 
But dwell at th' heav'nly feaſt. 


HYMN CCXXXVI. 


_UTHOR of life divine, 

Who haſt a table ſpread, 

Furniſh'd with myſtick wine 
And everlaſting bread, 

Preſerve the life thyſelf hath giv'n, 

And feed, and train us up for heav'n. 


2 Our needy ſouls ſuſtain 

With freſh ſupplies of love, 

Till all thy life we gain, 

And all thy fulneſs prove; 
And ſtrengthen' d by thy perfect grace, 
Behold, without a veil, thy face. | 


H FT M N CCXXXVI.L 


Grace and Glory by the Death of Chriſt. 


ITTING around our Father's board, 
WWe raiſe our tuneful breath; 
When faith beholds our dying Lord, 
We doom our fins to death. 


2 *Tis thro' the blood of Jeſus med, 

Whence all our pardons riſe; 

The ſinner views th? atonement made, 
And loves the ſacrifice. | 


3 Thy cruel thorns, thy ſhameful croſs, 
Procures us heav'nly crowns : 
Our higheſt gain ſprings from thy loſs, 
Our healing from thy wounds. 


Oh ! 
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4 Oh! *tis impoſlible that we, 
Who dwell in feeble clay, 


Should equal ſuff'rings bear for thee, 
Or equal thanks repay... 


HY MN CCXXXVIIL. 


The proviſions for the Table of our 
Lob: or, The Tree of Life, and River of 
Love. ky 


192 we adore thy bounteous hand, 
And ſing the ſolemn feaſt, | 
Where ſweet celeſtial dainties ſtand 


For every willing gueſt. 

2 The Tree of Life adorns the board 
With rich immortal fruit, | 
And ne'er an angry flaming ſword 

To guard the paſſage to't: 
3 The cup ftands crown'd with living j juice, ; 

The fountain flows above, 

And runs down ſtreaming, for our uſe, 
In rivulets of love. 


4 The food's prepar'd by heav- aly art, 
* The pleaſure's well refin'd ; 
Lord, ſpread new life thro? every heart, 
And chear the drooping mind. 


s Shout, and proclaim the Sav* our's love, 
Ye ſaints that taſte his wine; 


Join with your kindred faints _, 
In loud Hoſannas join. 


6 A thouſand glories to the Gop 
That gives ſuch joy as this; 
Hoſanna! let it ſound abroad, 
And reach where Jeſus is. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCXXXIX. 


HOU very Paſchal Lamb, 
. Whoſe blood for us was ſhed, 
Thro' whom we out of Egypt came, 
Thy ranſom'd people lead! 


2 Angel of goſpel-grace, 
Fulfil thy character; | 
To guard and feed thy choſen race, 
In Ifrael's camp appear. 


3 Throughout the deſart-way 
Conduct us by thy light! 

Be thou a cooling clopd by day, 
A chearing fire by night. 


4 Our fainting ſouls ſuſtain 

With blefſings from above, 
And ever on thy people rain 

The manna of thy love. 


HYMN CCXL. 


ES Us invites his ſaints 
| To meet around his board ; 
Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold 
Communion with their Logo. 
2 For food he gives his fleſh ; 
He bids us drink his blood ; 


Amazing favour! matchleſs grace 
Of our deſcending Goo! 


3 Let all our pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious name to raiſe ; 
Pleaſure and love fill ev'ry mind, 

And ev'ry voice be praiſe. 
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HE bleſt memorials of thy grief, 
Thy ſuf” rings and thy death, 
We come, dear Saviour, to receive; 
But would receive with faith. 
2 The tokens, ſent us to relieve 
Our ſpirits, when they droop, 


We come, dear Saviour, to receive; 
But would receive with hope. 


3 The pledges thou waſt pleas'd to leave, 
Our mournful minds to move, 
We come, dear Saviour, to receive; 
But would receive with love. 


4 Here in obedience to thy word 
Wie take the bread and wine; 
The utmoſt we can do, dear Lord; 

For all beyond is thine, 


5 Inereaſe our faith, and dope, and love; ; 
Lord, give. us all that's good; 
We would thy full ſalvation prove, 
And ſhare iy fleſh and blood. 


HYMN CCXLI. 
ANOTHER. 


ITYa helpleſs ſinner, Lord, TW 

Who would believe thy gracious word; 
But own my heart, with ſhame and grief, 
A ſink of fin and unbelief. 


2 Lord, in thy houſe I read there's room : 
And vent'ring hard behold I come. 
But can there, tell me, can there be, 
Amongſt thy children, room for ne? 
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3 Teat the bread, and drink the wine: 
But oh! my foul wants more than fign ; 
I faint, unleſs I feed on thee, 

And drink thy blood as ſhed for me. 


4 For ſinners, Lord, thou cam'ſt to bleed, 
And I'm a ſinner vile indeed! # 
Lord, I believe thy grace is free: 

O, magnify that grace in me. 


H Y M N CCXLIII. : 
Pſalm cxix. Verſe 158. 


A RISE, my tend'reſt thoughts, ariſe, 
To torrents melt my ſtreaming eyes! 
And thou, my heart, with anguiſh feel 
Thoſe evils, which thou canſ not heal! 


2 See human nature ſunk in ſhame! 

See ſcandals pour'd on Jesv*s name! 

The Father wounded thro? the Son! 
The world abus'd, the fout undone t 


3 See the ſhort courſe of vain delight, 
Cloſing in OY night! 

In flames, that no abatement know, 
The briny tears for ever flow. 


4 My God, I feel the mournful ſcene ; 
My bowels yern o'er dying men; 
And fain my pity. wou'd reclaim, 
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And ſnatch the firebrands from the flame! 


5 But feeble my compaſſion proves, 

And can but weep where mot it loves; 
Thine own all-ſaving Arm employ, 

And turn thoſe drops. of grief to joy. 
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HYMN CCXLIV. 
Life and Eternity. 


FT HE E we os. Eternal Name 
And humbly own to thee, 
How feeble is our fort frame, 

What dying worms we be! 


=" 6 Our waſting lives ſhorter Gill, 
BY As months and 3 increaſe, 
3 And ew'ry beating pulſe we tell, 
N Leaves one the number leſs. 


3 The year rolls round, and ſteals away ab 
Tze breath that firft it gave; 5 
Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're tray ling to the grave. 


fl 4 Dangers and thick thro? all the ground | 
: Wh 850 To puſh. us ta the tomb; eee 
Aud ſteree diſeaſes wait around, Cates. 
'To _ mortals home. | 


e 


5 Great Gov! 1 on what a Gander VERB, w: 1 
Hang everlaſting things; - 


Thy eternal ſtates of all the dead. 
Upon life? s feeble ſtrin 88. 


6 Infinite joy, or endleſs woe 
|, Attend on ev'ry breath; 
And yet how unconcern'd we 8⁰ 10 
Upon the brink of death. 


7 Waken, O Lon p, our drowſy ſenſe, 

To walk this dangerous road; 

And if our ſouls are hurry'd hence, 
May they be found with Goo. 
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HYMN CCXLV. 
Death and Glory. 


Y ſoul, come meditate the day, 

And think how near it ſtands, 

When thou muſt quit this houſe of —_— 
And fly to unknown lands, 


2 And you, mine eyes, look down and view 
The hollow gaping tomb; 
This gloomy L waits for you., 
Wbene er the ſummons come. 
3 O! could we die with thoſe that die, 
And place us in their ſtead; : 


Then would our ſpirits learn to fly, 
And converſe with the dead. 


4 Then ſhou'd we fee the ſaints above 
In their own glorious forms, 
And wonder why our ſouls ſhou'd love 
To dwell with mortal worms. 


5 How ſhould we ſcorn theſe clothes of fleſh,. 
Theſe fetters; and this load;. 

And long for ev'ning to undreſs, 

That we may reſt with Go. 


6 We ſhou'd almoſt forſake our clay, 
Before the ſummons come, 
And pray, and wiſh our ſouls away: 
'To their eternal home. 


HYMN CCXIVI. 
The Grave ſanctified by Carisr. 


wW HY do we mourn departing friends, 
Or ſhake at death's alarms? 


"Tis but the voice that Ius vs ſends 
To call them to his arms. 
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2 Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear fleſh of Jzsvs' lay, 
And left a long . 


3 The graves of all the ſaints he bleſt, 
And foft'ned ev'ry bed: 

Where ſhould the dying members 5 
But with the dying head ? . 


4 Thence he aroſe and burſt the chain, A 
Io ſhew our feet the way 


From ſhades where death and darkneſs reign, > 
To realms of endleſs day. | | 


5 Then let the laſt loud trumpet ſound, 
And bid his kindred riſe; _ 


Awake, ye nations under ground, 
Ye ſaints, aſcend the Kies. 


H * M N ccxLvII. 


A Funeral Hymn. 


m! | lovely appearance of death, 
No fight upon earth is ſo fair > 874 
Not all the gay pageants that 1 
Can with a dead body compare; 
With ſolemn delight I ſurvey | 
The corps when the ſpirit is fled, 
In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to lie in its ſtead. 


2 How bleſt is our brother; bereft 
Of all that could burden his mind; 
ES - Howealy the ſoul that hath left x 

| The + Ars — body behind! 
' of evil incapable thou, 33 
Whaſe relics with envy I ſee; 
No longer in miſery now, 
No long” a ſinner like me. 


This | 
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3 This earth is affected no more 
With ſiekneſs, or ſhaken with pain; 
The war in the me mbers is oer, | 
And never ſhall vex him again: 
No anger henceforward, or ſhame, 
Shall redden this innocent clay, . 
Extinct is the animal flame, n. 
And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


4 This languiſhing head is at reſt, 
Its thinking and aching are o'er, 
This quiet immoveable breaſt OE 
Is heav'd by affliction no more; | 9 
This heart is no longer the ſeat IT 
Of trouble and torturing pain; 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 
It never ſhal] flutter again. 


5 The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſſeep, 
Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 
Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep : 
The fountains can yield no 3 * 
Theſe hollows from water are free; 
The tears are all wip'd from theſe eyes 
And evil they never ſhall ſeeGQ. 


6 Ing 8 and to ſuffer is 2 | 
ile bound. in a priſon breathe; rie- 
And ſtäll for deliverance pine, 1 
And preis to the iſſues of death: 
What now with my tears I bedew,. 
O might I this moment become; 
My ſpirit created anew, . _-- 
My fleſh 6 to the ab! — 
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HYMN ct a 
AN O THE R, | 
OSSANNA to sus on hi oh! 
Another has enter'd his kr 

Another has d to the —_— .: 
And lodg'd 3 in Iynanuss' a breaſt ; 
The ſoul of our brother is gone 

I To heighten the triumph above; 


Exalted to Jesvs's throne ! 
Exalted by IEsus's love! 


af How ha 2 the angels that fall 


Tranſported at ]esvs's name 
The ſaints, . he ſooneſt thall call, 
x To ſhare in the feaſt of the Lamb! 
go ' No longer impriſon'd in clay, 
= | Who next from this dungeon ſhall fly > 
Who firſt. ſhall be ſummor'd away? 
2 My merciful God !—Is it I ? 
3 O Jssvs, if this be thy will, 
That fuddenly I ſhould depart, 
Thy counſel of mercy reveal, 
And whiſper the call to my heart: 
O give me a ſignal to know 
If ſoon thou ou d' ſt have me remove. 
And leave the dull body below, 
And fly to the regions of love. 


HT MN . CCXLIX. 
On the Death of a Young Perſon. 


HEN blooming youth is ſnatch'd away 
By death's refiltick hand, 
. Our ow the mournful tribute pay 
* pity muſt demand. 
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2 While pity prompts the riſing ſigh, 
O may this truth, impreſt 
With awful pow'r—I too maſt die— 
Sink deep in ev'ry breaſt. 


3 Let this vain world engage no more; 
Behold the gaping tomb! 
It bids us ſeize the preſent hour, 
To-morrow death may come. 


4+ The voice of this alarming ſcene, 5 
May ev'ry heart obe ß 

Nor be the heav'nly warning vain, : 

Which calls to watch and prag. 
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HYMN ci. 
The RESURRECTION: 


LEAS'D we read in ſacred ftory, © | — 
Ho our Lord reſum'd his breath : 8 
Where, O grave's thy conqu ring glory = 
| Where's thy: ſting, thou phantom death? 
Soon thy jaws, reſtrain d from chewing, 
Muſt diſgorge their ranſom'd prey: 
Man, firſt gave thee pow'r ta run, 
Mau too takes that pow'r a . 
2 I am Alpha, ſays the Saviour; 4 
I Omega likewiſe am; | 
I was dead, and live for everrrr 
Gop Almighty and the Lamb: 
In the Lox is our perſectinn 
And in him our boaſt we'll make 
We ſhall ſhare his reſurreQion, -'' 
If we of his death partake. .' + 
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3 Ye that die- without repentance, . , | 
Ye muſt riſe when Cas15T appears; 

Riſe to hear your dreadful ſentence, 
While the ſaints rejoice in theirs : 

. You to dwell with fiends infernal, 

They with Jesus Cuatsr to reign: 

They go into life eternal, 

You to everlaſting pain. 


3 Bold rebellion, baſe backſliding, 


your courſe, refle& with dread ; 
In y Qian there's no hiding; 
Death and hell give up their dead; 
Ev'ry fea, and lake, 8 1 —_— 
Shall reſtore their dead to view : 
Shout for gladneſs, O Believer, 
CRI n Is' N 5 and ſo mall you. 


H'YMN- CELL. 


Life and Safety in CuxIsr alone. 


HOU only Sov'reign of my beart, 
My Refuge, my Almighty Friend; 

And can my ſoul from thee depart, : 

On whom alone my hopes depend? 

2 Whither, ab! whither ſhall T go, 

A wretched wand'rer from my Lox p? 

Can this dark world of fin and wo, 

One glimpſe of happineſs afford ? 


3 Eternal life thy words i impart; 

On theſe my fainting ſpirit lives; 
Here ſweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the round of nature gives. 


4 Let earth's alluring joys combine ; 
While thou art near, in vain they call; 
One ſmile, oue bliſsful ſmile of thine, 
My deareſt Lon p, outweighs them all. 
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5 Thy name my inmoſt powers adore, 
Thou art my life, my joy, my care: 
Depart from thee-—'tis death tis more 
"Tis endleſs ruin, deep deſpair. 


6 Low at thy feet my ſoul wou'd lie; 
Here ſafety dwells, and peace divine; 
Still let me live beneath thine eye; 
For life, eternal life is thine. 


HYMN CCLII. 


The Excellency. of 'the Scriptures. 


A THE R of Mereies in thy word 
What endleſs glory ſhines? | 
For ever be thy name ador'd, 


For theſe celeſtial lines. 


2 Here the fair tree of knowledge grows, 
And yields a free repaſt; - 

Sublimer ſweets than nature \ Knows, 5 
Invite the longing taſte. 


3 Here ſprings of conſolation riſe, 
To chear the fainting mind ; 
And thirſty ſouls receive ſupplies, 
And ſweet refreſhment find. 


4 When guilt and terror, pain and _— 
United rend the heart; 
Here ſinners meet divine rehef, - 
And cool the raging ſmart. 


5 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice 

Spreads heav'nly . © I 
And life, and everlaſting joys 

Attend the bliſsful — 


6 O may theſe heav'uly pages be 
My ever dear:dehght, t. 
And Kill new beauties may 1 for, u 
— ſtill increaſing ligt. ie D 
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Be thou for ever near ; 
Teach me to love thy ſacred word, 
And view my Saviour there. 


HYMN ccLII. 
 CaLvary. 


" AMB of Gop, whoſe bleeding love 
We now recall to mind, 6 

Send the anſwer from above, 

And let us mercy find: 
Think on us, who think on thee, 

And ev'ry ſtruggling ſoul releaſe: 

O remember Calvary, . 

And bid us go in peace. 


2 By thine agonizing pain, 
And bloody ſweat, we pray; 
By thy dying love to man, 
Take all our fins away: 
Burſt our bonds, and ſet us free, 
From all iniquity releaſe : 
O remember, &c. 
3 Let thy blood by faith apply'd, 
„ 3 — — 
8 us freely juſtify'd, 
72 all > HE heal: 
By thy paſſion on the tree, 


O remem ber, &c. 


4 Never would we hence depart, 
Till thou our wants relie ve; 
Write forgiveneſs on our hearts, 

And all thine image give: 
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Let all our griefs and troubles ceaſe; 
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Still our ſouls ſhall cry to thee, 
Till all renew'd in holineſs; 

O remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace. 


H TMN CCLIV. 


The Sinner Converted. 
WR with my mind divinely preſt, 


Dear Saviour, my revolving breaſt 
Wou'd paſt offences trace; 


Trembling I make the black review, 
Yet pleas d behold, admiring too, 
The pow'r of changin g grace. 


2 This tongue, with blaſphemies defil'd, 
Theſe feet, to erring paths beguil'd, 
In heav'nly league agree; 
Who cou'd believe ſuch lips cou'd praiſe, | 
Or think my dark and winding ways 
Should ever lead to thee ? 


'3 Theſe eyes, that once abus'd their ſight, 
Now lift to thee their watry light, - 
And weep a ſilent flood; 
Theſe hands aſcend in ceaſeleſs pray*r ; 
O waſh away the ſtains they wear, 
In pure redeeming blood ! 


Theſe ears, that pleas'd cou'd entertain 
The midnight oath, the luſtfal ſtrain, 
When round the feſtal board; 
Now deaf to all th' inchanting noiſe, 
Avoid the throng, deteſt the joys, 
And preſs to hear thy word. 
5 Thus art thou ſerv'd in ev'ry part; 
And now thou doſt transform my heart, 
That droſſy thing reſine: 
. Now grace doth nature's ſtrength controul, 
And a new creature—body—ſoul, 
— Are, Loxo, for ever thine! 
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HYMN CCLV. 
The Faſt-Hymn. 


_—_— Mighty Gop that reigns on high, 
Inhabiting eternity ; 

Who makes the heav'n of heav'ns his throne, 
The Holy, High, and Lofty One. 


2 Before the ſplendor of whoſe rays 
The brighteſt angel veils his face, 
While all the hoſt with one accord 

Cry, Holy, holy, holy Lord. 

3 This Gop (fo humble is his love) 
Stoops to behold the things above : 
But lower ſtill that love can go, 
And ſtoop to viſit worms below). 


4 His royal ſtate aſide he laid, 

Came down to earth, a man was made, 
To make poor men the ſons of Gor, 
And pay the debt his brethren ow'd. 


5 With ſinners (condeſcenſion great) 
With ſinners Jeſus deign'd to eat; 
And tempted in the deſart vaſt. 
For finners he vouchſaf'd to fait. 
6 Hunger and thirſt with willing mind 
He underwent, nor once repin'd; 
Content beneath our load to groan, 
And make our woes and wants his own. 
7 Now, Chriſtian, offer pray'r-and praiſe; 
Acknowledge him in all thy ways: 
Nor alms nar faſtings diſeſteem ; 
For Gop accepts them all in him. 


8 Fear not; thy gracious Gop in love 

Thy pray'rs will hear, thy faſts approve: 

For what good thing can he deny, 
Who gave his only ſon to die? 


* 


HYMN 


- * 
- 
* & --< a 


AND SPIRITUAL SONGS. 


HYMN CCLVI. 
For a Public Faſt. 
ORD, look on all aſſembled here, 
Who in thy preſence ſtand, 
To offer up united pray'r 
th For this our ſinful land. 

2 Oft have we, each in private, pray'd 
Our country might ſind grace. 
Now hear the ſame petitions made 

In this appointed place. 
3 Or, if amongſt us ſome be met, 
So careleſs of their fin, 
They have not cried for mercy yet; 
Lord, let them. now begin. 


4 Thou, by whoſe death poor ſinners live, 


By whom their pray'rs ſucceed, 
Thy ſpir't of ſupplication give, 
And we ſhall pray indeed. 
5 We will not ſlack; nor give thee reſt; 
? But importune thee ſo, 3 
That, till we ſhall be by thee bleſt, 
We will not let thee go. 


6 Great Gop of Hoſts, deliv'rance bring, 
Guide thoſe that hold the helm; 
Support the ſtate; preſerve the king ; 
And ſpare the guilty realm. 
7 Or ſhould the dread decree be paſt, 
And we muſt feel thy rod; 
May faith and patience hold us faſt 
To our correcting Gon, 
8 Whatever be our deſtin'd caſe, 
Accept us in thy Son. 
Give us his goſpel, and his grace : 
And then thy will be done. 
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Come all harmonious tongues ä 
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Come, O thou Univerſal Good ! 157 186 


Come, Holy Ghoſt, ſet to thy ſeal 160 191 
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| How ſweet and awful is the place 
Lamb, who thee receive 
Hail the day that ſees him riſe 
How oft have fin and ſatan ftrove 
How glorious the Lamb 


Holy 


one 


How pleaſant, how divinely fair 
Happy the heart where graces reign 
Hither ye poor, ye fick, ye blind 
How heavy 1s the night 

He comes, he comes, the Judge . 
Here at thy croſs, my dying God 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is 

Head of the Church triumphant 
Hence from my ſoul, ſad thoughts, be 


How happy is the Chriſtian's ſlate ! 


Had I ten thouſand gifts beſide 


How ſtrange is the courſe that a Chriſ- 


tian muſt ſteer 
He that has made his refuge God 
How vain are all things here below 
Hoſannah to Jeſus on high! 


'OIN all the glorious names 
Is there a thing beneath the ſky 
Jeſus, I love thy charming name 


J 
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Jeſus, the Saviour of my ſoul 


ſus, my all, to 4 is gone 


nfinite grief! [ amazing woe 
J thirſt, thou wounded Lamb of God 
Jeſu, Lord, we look to thee 


Jeſu, thou art my right'ouſneſs 
Jeſu, lover of my ſoul 


Jeſu, thy blood £& righteouſneſs 
Jehovah reigns, his throne. is high 
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jede who dy'd a world to ſave 
feſus, thou everlaſting King 
Jeſus, knit all our hearts to thee 
Joy is a fruit that will not grow 


Ia that fad memorable night 


Jeſus is gone above the ſkies 
Jeſus 1 invites his ſaints 
K 


Lord 


— — 


K* is the * of Chriſt our 


ORD, we come before thee now 
Let ev'ry mortal ear attend 


Lord, if thou thy grace impart 
Lord, we confeſs our num'rous faults 


Love divine, all loves excelling _ 


Let worldly minds the world purſue 
Let party names no more 
Lord Jeſu, when, when ſhall it be 
Long did my ſoul in Jeſu's form 
Lord, how divine thy comforts are 
Lamb of God for ſinners ſlain 
Lord, J am vile, conceiv'd in fin 


Lord, I would ſpread my ſore diſtreſs 
Let them neglect thy glory, Lord 


Long have I fat beneath the ſound 
Lo! he cometh, countleſs trumpets 
Lord, all I am is known to thee 
Let me but hear my Saviour ſay 
Lord, how myſterious are thy ways! 
Lord, what a wretched land is this 
Lord, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing 


4 - Lo! ta the hills I lift my eyes 


Lord, we adore thy bounteous hand 
amb of God whole bleeding love 
ar, Fl on all aſſembled here 
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Oh! the delights, the heav'aly j Joys 
O Jeſu, our Lord 

O if my ſoul was 4 for woe 

Gur God, how firm his N N ſtands 


O love, thou bottomleſs abyſs ! 
Omnipotent Lord 

O love divine, what haſt thou done! 
O for a thouſand tongues to ſing 

O thou, that hear'ſt when ſinners ery 
O thou, in whom the Gentiles truſt 
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Y God, how endleſs is thy love? 23 12 
My God, my life, my love 47 42 
My Saviour, my almighty friend "ys - 8 
My God, the ſpring of all my joys 103 113 
My drowſy pow'rs, why ſleep ye ſo? 125 141 
My God, my portion, and my love 148 170 
My riſing ſoul with ſtrong defires 161 192 
* ſoul come meditate the day 197 245 
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OW from the altar of our hearts 21 9 
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Now begin the heavenly theme 40 34 
Not all the blood of beafts h „ 
Now begin the heav'nly theme 62 6 
Now to the Lord, a noble ſung 78 82 
Naked as from earth I came 82 
No more, my God, I boaſt no more 85 92 
Nature with open volume ſtands 94 103 
Now by the bowels of my God . 
Lord, how many are our foes BWW 
Once more we come before our God 29 
O what ſhall I do, my Saviour to praiſe 41 
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O Love divine, how lows thou art 131 148 
O tell me no more 138 158 
O! for a glance of heav'nly diy 146 167 
Once more before we part 155 182 
O for a cloſer walk with Got 177 216 
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Recious Bible! what a treaſure 153 178 
Pity a helpleſs ſinner, Lord 194 242 
Peas d we read in facred ſtory 201 250 
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Ejoice, the Lord 3 n 63 63 
Riſe my ſoul, and ſtretch "HK wings 101 111 
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me plead — 116 129 
Rich grace, free grace, moſt ſweetly 
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| Son of God ! thy blefling grant 238 328 
Salvation! O the joyful ſound „ 
Sweet was the hour, the minutes ſweet 8 
Sweet is the mem'ry of thy grace go 98 
Shew pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive 117 130 
Safely thro” another week 168 204 
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The Lord of life and glory ſtands 3 
The Saviour calls, —let ev'ry ear 33 
Thou Shepherd of Iſr'el divine 
Teach me yet more of thy bleſt ways 50 4 
Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb 57 + 
The Lord, my ſhepherd and my guide, 62 
The promiſe of my Father's love 66 
Thou hidden love of God, whoſe height 66 
The Lord ſupplies his people? s need 69 70 


Thou God of glorious majeſty ! Ti 78 
"Tis finfſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid 100 110 
The Lord of Sabbath let us praiſe 130 147 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs appears 136 14 
Thus did the ſons of Abr'ham paſs 137 156 
The voice of my beloved ſounds 140 160 
To thee, my God, I hourly ſigh 144 165 
This God is the God we adore 149 172 
To God the only wife 5 150 174 
This day the Lord of hoſts i invites 155 183 
The law commands and makes us know 161 193 
The church a garden is 169 205 
The moon has but a borrow'd light 175 213 
Thou only ſource of true delight 178. 217 
The Lord of earth and ſcy 199 219 


*Twas on that dark, that doleful night 184 226. 
*T1s done! th atoning-work f is dope 189. ' 
The mem'ry of our dying Lord 
Thou very Paſchal Lamb 
The bleſt memorial of thy grief 
Thee we adore, Eternal Name 

Thou only ſov'reign of my heart 


The mighty God that * on high 206 255 
Elcome ſweet day of ret wx 4 
When, O dear Tales, when ſhall 19 p = 

With heart and lips  - 3 

JS | When 
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E hen all thy mercies, mighty God 126 142 
. Why mould the children of a king 129 145 
FF Why does your face, ye humble fouls 133 151 
What equal honours ſhall we bring 134 152 
Wich all my powers of heart & tongue 146 168 
Welcome, thou well-beloved of God 163 197 
Why is my heart fo far from thee 164 199 
When Jean read my title clear 1 201 
Welcome, welcome, bleſſed ſervant 172 208 


While with ceaſeleſs courſe the ſun 180 220 
8 b the verge of life I ſtand 181 223 
We ſing the amazing deeds - 185 227 
Why do we mourn departing friends 197 246 
Wen blooming youth is ſnatch'd away 200 249 
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* - I'm in bondage, then I ſee 73 
* ; zen { ſurvey the wond”rous croſs 125 116 
- #Netid, adieu! thou real cheat 124 140 


With all thy pow'r, O Lord, defend 172 209 
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E weary wanderers draw near 28 18 
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= N by, behold the man! 131 149 
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